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DEDICAtlON- 

UMTO 

THE HON. SIR JOHN MAXWELL 

or PC^LOKy BARONET. 

May it please your HonoTt 

In placing this little volume 
under the shade of your Honorable Pro* 
iection, I am very Jar Jrom presuming^ 
that its merits are in any degree suitable 
to the condescension of your Honor, in 
permitting me to inscribe it, according to 
the proudest feeUng of my bosom. 

Conscious^ liowever, that the same libet* 
aUty of sentiment, and benignity of dis-^ 
position, so eminently possessed by yeur 
Honor-'-'So generously exercised totoards-^ 
and unvoersaUy acknoviedged by the numer-^ 
ous peasantry, on your Extensive Estates f 
tvill be displayed in the acceptance qf these 
humble effusions, lam. 

May it please your Honor, 

Your Honor's most devoted. 

Humble servant, 

WiiLiAM Fisrursotr. 
A2 



A OVER TISEMENT, 



In introducing the following Rhymet to 
the world, the Writer of them would 
only briefly state ; that if they are re* 
ceived with a tolerable degrree of defer- 
^nce, his highest hope of poetical famey 
will be abundantly realised* If, on the 
contrary, they are treated with silent 
neglecty or apparent ridicule, he will pi^ 
tiently endure the castigation of his folly. 
^-To say more, would be unnecessary^— to 
aay less, would insinuate a want of pro* 
per Feeling on the occasion-— The opinion 
of the Public, is the sole criterion of 
Ut0rary MeriU-^zn^$ generally speaking. 
Genius requires no illustration ; and no 
apology will be admitted in defence of 
Dullness. 

PMokihauM, 2M Jan. 1815« 
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KRRATit. ^ 

f^t 15> inK:St/b»*ilxch-th(ftkrrMliiich-tliick. 
17, — 19, — warefare, fad warfare. 
21 , — 1 7, — Jt — ^ — f^ad Jab)C4 Peacock. 

38^ — 9, ' — approach reod arrive. 

44, between llAes IS and id, d«l4 tbe-blank 

47, Um 9»yb^ Sriaia fvnd Briuuiu . 

49, -^ 13, — for read forth. 

^, ^ S\2, <^ W ftttd Wi'. 
^— 82, — 1^, — fattc* twrf fame.- 
_. 94, — 24, -— keep read help. 
«»— >• 184, — 1S» — aereoe rtad aeVvrew 

140, — 17, — his rearf he's. 
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SCOTTSH RHYMES. 



THE nO&E AN* DAISY— 

A FABLE. 

4 

A MiNtTRBL wha had tbooglitt sometitfet 
O* gi'eing to the wkrld bit khyinet, 
Coud never orercome Int JTeare 
O' hisses, calumnies, an' jeers, 

' Or tranquillize his mstvering muid; 
Till Qn a certain day, we find. 
As walking m a garden lair, 
Adminng ilka f!ow*ret rare: 
Some in the prime o* beauty blooming. 
An' others a* the air perfonung, 
A» variMu in their scent ai^' hues 
As the productions o* the Muse. 

At leDgtft our young enthusiast Bardy^ 
Or heard ; or fancied that he heard, 
A voice perceptible, an' nigh, 
Proceeding from a bush hard by. 
Where thron*d amang his guardian spear^ 
The ^raperor of Flowers appears. 
An* thus in manner rude, an* slow. 
Addresses a* the rest below: 
•* The gentle Pink, an* LiBy sma\ 
Aa* gorgeous Tulip, shrink aw»*t 



Wi* ilka noteleis flower that bloin. 

At the appearance o* the Rose; 

Yea, what tho* a* their charms combioe. 

They never can outrival mine; 

My richer hues, an' finer flavor, 

Ensures ilk noble lady's favor, 

An' some confess, wi* justice due, 

Sic superfluities as you. 

Are only in a garden plac't. 

To please the vitiated taste." 

Asham'jd to rank wi' common weeds, 

The gay assemblage hung their heads. 

An' wi* unusual tremor shake. 

Unknowing what defence to make. 

At length a Daisy rear'd its crest. 

An* nodding, thus the Prince addrest: 

•* Great Chief ! we a* wi* ae accord 

Acknowledge thee, as Sov'reign Lord, 

An' own our merits when compar*d 

tUTi* thine, unworthy o' regard ; 

Yet humbly we woud this suggest, 

(For vanity infects the best J . 

Albeit thy matchless splendor towen. 

Beyond the sphere o* common flowers; 

It only IS confest superior, 

In Consequence of our's inferior. 

For merit by comparison 

Is only ascertained, an* knowtL 

Gin a* were equal in the field, 

WJiA wad the Rod o* Empire wMd ? ' ' 



t 

An* wha coud beattty't itiadard strike, 
Gin a* our Tirtues ihone ilike ? 
On this accotttkt « SLepherd pridiet 
Blue-b«lls, $A* Da^fodili, ttt*. Dailies, 
An' wi* illiberal ound rapposes, 
Nae flower lae fkir m a Frimrdte \%. 

Our gentry daic*d Wi* diMipation, 
Are eyer fond o' van^ion, 
B7 whilk when Nature fath, they itriTe 
To keep ilk dormant sense alive. 
Heoce in a Oarden many a flower, 
O* mair or leis attractive power. 
Is cherished wi' ingenious care. 
To suit the whimsies o* the Fair. 
When weary o* the fragrant Rose, 
Madona to the Lilly goes ; 
An* when the t>illy fades, an' dies. 
For comfort to the l^ink she flies; 
Until (hope ay the next commends,) 
The pleasure in a Cowan ends; 
From whence she in gradation rises, 
An* Lillies, Pinks, ^n* Roses pr'ites, 
Wi* an affection far mair t^. 
Than ever she was wont to feel.** 

Our willyart Rhyiber, wha unseen, 
Behint a Berry-bush had beeli, 
'An' witness was, to a' that past 
111 this contention, first an* last. 
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Wi* eztacy maiit rapturooi cri'd, 
My mind is fully MtisfiM, 
An* naething now my way shall stints 
When I incline to, write, an' print j^ 
For Tm convinced beyond dispute, 
(Let those who can the fact confute,) 
The humorous, bewitching turns. 
In Ramsay, Ferguson, an' Burns, 
Wad never been sae widely kent. 
Had nane but tkeir\ appeared in prent] 
That is, they ne'er had soar'd sae gloriously. 
Gin ithers hadna sunk notoriously. 
Stream then alang, my simple strain, 
Thou canna wholly flow in vain; 
For tho' the warld sboud reject, 
Thy dumb pretenstons to resp«ct« 
An* swear thy fate shall never be 
To fallow yon Illustrious Three, 
Thy portion o* neglect, an* shame, 
May contribute to fix their fame : 
Or like a beacon, plac*t on high 
To point some hidden ruin niffh. 
Deter the dults o* coming times, 
Frae evec thinking souple Rhymes 
A Poetester will ezem^, , 
. Frae justly merited contempt. 
If th^ are found wi.thput pretence 
To learning, wit, or common sense*. 
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HINTS 

BESPBCTIKO RdBISl WALLACE. 

V 

Robin Wallace, (the subject of the following 
Elegy) U still alive. His eccentricities have 
long been the theme of admiration, in Pollok- 
shaws. From his earliest youth, he has been 
enthusiastically fond of reading, hearing, and 
talking about the Marvellous, Natural, or Arti- 
ficial—At present (1815) he is upwards of 64 
years of age — His literal HobbyAorae is the 
Blood Horse — Of that, his fund of anecdote, is 
inexhaustible— Altbo* several times at Leith 
Races, he would not attend the Shaws* Matches: 
** They are mere huckt^* says Robin, ** unwotthy 
of the attention of one versed in the Stud-BopkC* 
Whateyer the conversation might be in which 
he engaged, ii was always concluded with' a 
descant on the merit of some favourite steed. 
Whatever might be the inclination, or the feel- 
ings of those whom he frequented, nothitig 
could excuse them from attending to Informa- 
tion of this kind — of wbich the following fact 
is a sufficient corroboration^-A neighboufi 
having a child seemingly in the agonies of 
death; Robin stepped in, and took his asual 
seat by the fire-side^-on its being observed to 
him, that a child was a tender creature, and 
liable to many diseases; " Yes," says Robin, 
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** it is; but a bone is itill more tender, and 
likewise subject tomsuiymore diseases: accord- 
ing to 8ir William Hope, there are ninety-three 
diseases known to attack the horse! The walls 
of his room were covered with pictures of 
Horses, famous on the turf; at which he used 
tQ lie a-bed on Sunday and look. He has often 
boasted that he had either read, or heard, of 
all the different breeds in the known world — 
and gaye it as his opinion, that the South Si- 
berian Horse was the best — haying, as he 8aid> 
a Cow rump, with a bob of hair at the extrem- 
ity of the tail; the distinguishing characteristics 
of superior speed and strength. On the sub* 
ject of J'edigreetf and other contents of the 
Stud-Bookf he declares, (and I have every re^r 
son to believe with truth) that he never found 
one able to converse scientifically, ej(cept Mr 
J. Bennrt» late Jockey, to the Carl of Eglintoa 
«— of whose prQfessional abilities, Robin enter- 
tains the higbait respect. I have just room tp 
add, that Robin is truly a i>iving Chronicle, 
and would »fford much entertainment, 2$ well 
9$ information^ to aj^ person incUi»ed to cposuU 
him on tJiese subjects.* 



* It is intended to publith another Edition of., 
the Elegy ^ wiih a Brief AecomU of hit Life^ for 
hin otv» hehoof^ if mlaUe encwpagemmu it ro" 
ceive4* 
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ELSGY ON ROBIN WALLACE. 

Com I hither, ye whom genius charms, 
Whose breasts the glow o* frien'ship warms, 
Encircled by death's icy armsj 

Deaf to your sighs, 
Frae poortith far, an* a* its harms, 

"^ Here Robin lies. 

Come hither, ilka curious creature, 
Remarkable in shape or nature; 
Renown*d for beauty, strength or stature. 

An' join my lay; 
Here sleeps your raptur*d Commentator, 

Wi* kindred clay. 

Come, then, an' take the foremest place, 
Ye coursers o' Arabian race; 
Or on the turf, or in the chace, 

A matchless breed ; 
Wfaa now shall trumpet forth your praise, 

Sin* Robin's dead? 

Aft wad he kneel upon the street. 
When he a famous Nag did meet. 
An* glowr up thro* atween his feet, 

^^' Wi* a' his might. 

To see if ilka limb wiis neat,. 

An' clean an* tight. 

B 



I 
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Wha could like him predtdy gie 
The hiu'rj o' • pedigree? 
To hUhotxut't AOorakt he 

Your Sires wad trace. 
Forgotten now, alas! ye'll be. 

An* a* your race. 

Xianent him, ye wha middens claw, 
Wi* scarlet crests, and plumage braw; 
While owre your sprawlin* foes ye craw. 

In skirmish keen, 
Kae mair will ye the notice draw 

O' Robin's een. 

Nae mair he*ll toddle far an' ne^r 
About some Russian fowl to hear. 
Extinct on earth this mony a-year. 

Whose sma'est quill 
^ twa-pint gallon-tree o* beer 

Wad scarcely fill. 

Nae mair that Sice o' Birds the Conder 
Shall furnish him wi' tales o* wonder; 
Quo Robin, when intent on plunder. 

An Oz he'll seize, 
An* thro* the regions o* the thunder 

^ear him wi* ease. 

Nae mair he'll tell how Ostrich eggs 
Are docket amang stanes and seggs ; 
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•r lecture on the htelt an* legs 

O* guid game cockt; 

Or talk a nmmer-day on klega 

Aa' beetle docks* 

He had a fragment stane or twa 
O' fam'd Sermgapatam's wa'; 
O* Pompey'8 FiUar he coud thaw 

A daud inch-thigfc; 
Tho' Criticf were inclined to ca* ^ 

Them lumpi o* brick» 

Kae mair frae musty magazeen, 
Most marvellous details he*ll glean, 
An' owre a curious volume lean, 

Wi* laboring breast, 
An' gapin* mouth, an' glow r in' ecD, 

Like ane possest. 

Nae mair, upon a Sabbath-day, 
He'll dern beneath the Custon-brae; 
An* like some hermit wrapt away 

In holy dream. 
Admire the tiny melmows play. 

In Cartba's stream. 

Kae mair an ivy-mantled beild. 
Or Gothic tower unroofd wi' eild. 
Will melancholy pleasure yield 

to Robin's sattU ^ 



B 2jro Ji>tM'-^ ^' 
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for iheeced ghaistt ttiJk airy hMtVd 

^ Where he lies caul. 

He had a lUt o' deils an* fairies, 

Frae this reign up to guid Queen Mary's, 

That wont to gie the witchee carries 

Frae •Aul' Po*k-town awa' to Pari*, 

To haud a spre^ 

An* syne he wad exulting tell, 
*< Were ony business to compel, 
« Tho* I believe the fiends frae hell 

Stravaig at night, 

*< I maist could gang a nme mysel* 

In guid moon light.' 

Tho* his pursuits thro' life were odd ay. 
Sequestered frae the common road ay, 
In Rectitude's plain path he trode ay, 
J ,. / . iWi* cannle feet, 

A simple, honest, harmlels body. 



^^^ii ttrnMrnrnt deceit. 



Come, then, his frien's who always were 
Delighted wi' his genius rare, 

♦ The clonic ground of wHchcraft in Senfreny 
shire. 
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He'll nerer gie ot pleuure mair, 

Wi' his strange stone*, 
Let tears refresh his withering lair. 

For Rab no more is ! 



* 



MARSHALL BLVCHER'S 

ADDRBS8 TO 

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, 

OV HIS ARRIVAL IN PARIS. 

Hail ! thou bravest of the brave. 

Bom a groaning world to save. 

On our heartt thy deeds well grave. 

Thou hast made us free. 
From the lightning of thy sword 
Shrunk the dsmon of discord, 
Liberty, so long deplor*d, 

RearM its form with thee. 

While Ambition dar*d to rage. 
And a dubious warefare wage. 
Thou wert Captain of the age, 

Fam'd for victorie. 
Thou at first display'd in Spain, 
How to break the galling chain. 
How to vanquish on the plain 

Force an* knaverie. 
B 3 
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Welcome tben ! thrice welcome here ! 
Joy of every eye and ear ! 
Emperors tfiy same revere, 

Princes swell thy train ! 
Now the work of death is done. 
And the reign of peace begun. 
Beaming like the vernal •mis 

Freedom smiles again. 

Kow in peace mine eyes may close, 
Finish'd are my Country's woes! 
While with heroes we repose. 

We shall live in song I 
Minstrels in immortal rhymes. 
Shall inform succeeding times. 
Greatness founded upcm Crimea 

Cannot prosper long ! 



tS'john glen, 

POLLOKSHAWS* 

Dear Cousin, your communicatioli' 
Anent our late association, 
Sae does my gloomy fancy tickle, 
I'm in a most unseemly pickle; 
An sae I fear your funnie Tetter 
May make me an insolvent debtor, 
Reduc*d to the forlorn condition^ 
Of offering some cpmposiCion; 



19 

For my dull geniat, never yet, 
Coud flow in ttrains o' comic wit^ 
Sae Johme ye masn povch mf noneBente, 
Till I hae time and meant to con tente. 

Weil ye obterve our u r a nge ctnation 
Frae labor, geadeiM great o^rcMioii« 
An* think it was mi^reeedentcd. 
Yea, add, an* mnch to be lamented* 
I never «aw o' human natoiv. 
The real original poitraitiirt» 
(For still I bought the Aetch deetiTiag,) 
Till that uncoounoB Strike o' Wtiwing. 

When in die KSbn it was retoWed, 
That we would rather be invoWed 
fai a' the horrors o* ttHrvatton, 
A kissing, an' abomination, 
To a' the laborin* elaiwes round nt. 
If erer hung^ waverin* found us; 
Invokin' slavery as our doom. 
Gin ever we went to the loom. 
Or frae our glorious object wandert^ 
An* ceuk the Manufacturers* ttandart: 
An' rather wisfain' a' disasters 
Than yield to our unfeeling Masters. 
Hush*d then were low an* mean eurmisest 
Resounded nought but ■*■ Table Prices;' 
The « Committett' to every action. 
Gave full and ample satisfaction* 
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What unanimitf prevailedl 
The rise o* Penury wf» hailed* 
How cheerfully we teuk our * Data$^ 
O* rotten, frosty, wet potatoes! 
An* thoPd to get our future wage up 
Waur than the slayery o* Egypt, 
Without e'er list'ning to a motion. 
For tkrunting to tbelsttd a' Gothea. 

Yet scarcely had we fairly ventured. 
An* in the wilderness had enter'd, 
Until the beinest and the bauldest. 
Grew in the fiery trial cauldest. 

Then Richmond, (now an execration) 
Drew universal adnur^tion; 
What wondrous tales were tauld about him. 
Nought cou'd be plann'd, or done without hist* 
But if he spoke,— <each soul agreemg, 
Hail*d him as a superior being. 

« 

Ohl Richmond, can I pass thee here^ 
Nor shed one sympathetic tear, 
For a* the woes that did thee cover. 
Soon as thy meteor-course was over I 
Oh! never shall I drink again. 
In raptures, the delicious strain. 
That fell in torrents^ clear and strong^ 
From thy resistless, gIo,win* tongue! 



% 
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Peace follow thM wii efe' er thitm Mt, 
Cheer thy dull houn, an* |;lad thy heart. 

May conscious innocence supply. 
What public censure may deny; 
Assur'd thy modTcs were upright, 
Tho* nun overwhelm'd them qmte \ 

Dear Cousin, pardon this digression, 
Say, cou'd I hush this brief expression 
O* my uiifeign'd esteem for one, 
Whose conduct many a time akme, 
*Gainst a* who did his fome intefid 31 
I haye defendwl, an' defend will? 
Whatever fiz*d inveterate foes, 
O' his morality suppose, 
1 trust, (sae does esperience prove) 
Time will thetr cadutnaies remore. 
Even his opponent, atild f . P— 
Was never ecandalia'd by mae focfc, 
When ony aiasuecesfu' project 
Belie'd his c^cuiatiag logic. 

Apropos !»p-P— shatt I miss 
Thee, in a random rhyme like this. 
Without ae verse to eulogise 
Thy versatile abilities ? 
Thy fertile ^e imaginatton, - '^ 

Thy manner, beyond imitation; 
Thine eloquence, iBtpressivt, serious; 
Thy language, pithy, plain, an* various^ 



— >Wi' an citate, an* f<i<citioB, 
Thon wonldrt been fremhr o' the 



Soon as the ciTil protecttdon 
Threw a* onr bluincis in oonf osion. 
When Wcarert broke the mptic chain. 
An* crowded to their ceUt again: 
When CoUop-eaters, blythely kent 
The itane o' this dreadfd* loit; 
When Niger-driTerSy ane an' a* 
Despiain' shame, as weil as law» 
Uncheck*d hj scoondrel Comniitteci» 
Took 'prentices in twos, an' threes; 
An' seeing ilka thing di^ointed. 
Against the men they had appointed. 
The vera men whom they had praised, 
L>o ! what a hue an* cry was raised! 
How dare they then, when thns the case is. 
Hand op their thin, pale, reekie facts. 
An* say their masters are unfeeling. 
Or double in their way o' dealing. 
When they reduce the rates o' weaving 
Bdow the meanest mode o' living? 
How! in misfortune's dreaded name^ 
Can Manufacturers be to blame? 
What ! wott'd the GenOemen endeavor. 
To shew them mair respect, an' fisvor. 
Because they publish'd men wad get'i 
To slave, at ony price was set'em? 
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Ni>— to complain they're little rcauon; 
So let them con thu ample Icvon, 
To laj their beUiet to their 
Or worry in their ain teuch 



Now, fair.ye-weel, my kindly Coutin ! 
I wuh ye blessings by the dozen; 
An' nth ye are undonbted lairdie 
O* mony a guid thack-house, an' yardie 
An sin' your health, nor plenty scarce is. 
May ye be thankfu' for your mercies. 
Think on me ! while in routh ye wallow 
Doom'd sorrow's bitterest dregs to swaUow ! 
Poor, friendless, an' obFig'd to scamper 
Frae houf to houf, a yearly tramper • 
Till firae a* social pleasures hurried 
In a sequester'd hut I'm buried. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO 

U Cupid never wing'd a flane. 

At thy unguarded heart; 
If thou art stranger to the pain. 

Infused by his dart: 

If there be none, whose passion is 

Reciprocal, in thee, 
O ! may thy favor, with the bliss. 

Be all reserv'd for me ! 



24f 



ON HEARING A MINISTER 

LABORING TO SXFOSB THE IMFOTBUCT OF 

Herod's RAes at thb bibth ov our 

Saviour* 

O ! — ^— dinna waste thy breath. 
Or search for tropes thy steril braki, 

To shew how feeble Herod's wraithy* 
'Twas feeble as thy preaching strain ! 



ROBIN AND ROWAN,— 1812— 

AN ELEGIT, ON THE DEATH OF Mr WiL* 
LIAM PaTON, LATB SCH00L<-MASTBR» 
IN POLLOKSHAWS. 

In that delightfid season o' the year, 
When husbandmen wi* merry looks appear; 
When Nature wi* a kindly mother's cares, 
For a' her children, routh o' food prepare 
(Alas ! that hauf her gifts are gien in vain. 
That av'rice soud her libVal hand restrain.) 
Young Robin, still to ev'ry wretch a frien'. 
In pleasure sober, as in grief, serene; 
Wi* melancholy Rowan, waefu' man ! 
Forgather'd on a time, an* thus began: 

ROBIN. 

How pleasant are the fields this harvest morn, 
Attir*d wi' stocks, o* life^sustaining Corn ! 
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Wi' meikle joy, the weary Farmer lees, 

- His simmer's toil forebode a winter** case; 
-^ fotatoe-bingt^ in beautiful array, 

Contain the hopes o* mony a future day \ 
Kae fear o' famine shall afflict our coasts, 
Bang'd wi* the pith o' their auxiliar hosts. 
A* nature seems in sweet accord to join. 
An* laud the Giver o* thae boons divine; 
Wherefore, then. Rowan, shoud thy face, an' e'e. 
At sic a variance wi* creationbe? 
Make me the sharer o* thy secret woes. 
While we beside this infant brook repose; 
Sooth*d by the babbling o' its mossy stream. 
Peace yet athwart thy gloomy soul may beam. 

aowAM. 
I weil remember, Rab, ther« was a time. 
Before misfortune had undone my prime; 
Ere I had learnt in soh'tude to sigh, 
My mind was easy, for my hopes were high; 
When the enchantin' months o* har'st, could gie 
A taste o* bliss unspeakable to me 1 [bring; 
But now, no more, their wonted charms they 
I joyless hear the jovial reapers sing; 
Wi' careless step alang the fields I go, 
A lonely, moving, monument of woe 1 
Na* mair, I'll beat to pleasure's witchin' stram, 
The Hope, the Counsllor o' my youth is gane ! 

C 



Sae deeply w6iiii'difd Ihy ititbthzl pezte'i 
Fain wad t hesnr (hfe'sTbty o*'ftiy grief, 
I prsEy, indulge me, If 'the tale is brief. 

ROWAN. 

An* i« my Willie^s fate to thee unkend^ 

My best, my earliest, much lamented Trien'dl 

'0h'! never "sh'air^he Wdnd^fs o**hislg^, 

Make me again, *Wi*'adtnb2itionirtane ! 

In languages ^Whilk1ieathtfn8-t$pdkel«)g«3me) 

He cduM'hafan^e, ^ke'ozfy'szge'ditine. . 

In'tnathbmsiti'cs, ^Intple, otabstruse, 

'lib haid'fhe^lahiest, eotitpr^heoiive iriews; 

(An* as a prize for Idtirnifig sa,e profound, 

AchieiTd'a EtAflta «]eg«ltttfy 4)mm9>^ 

3yne%e'1taai'lipeak<'0n {Vature^BMKst^^lJWita, 

An' trace the 1itt2on'b'%ffigctanU'Cattte: 

ilMatig'tlie Stars'be'tvtrs snbHiH^i^, 

An*keiit'tfa«ir ittunej^iforhe'tww'edttegeibi'ed. 

' Nlte iiitik, ' ^"him, 'ttpon 'a 'Biftlttie^^, 
Thro' Nedier^oUttlEff^vtftiiMs, lll^trvy, 
An' hear'liim, 'iilie>«i 0riiiele, 'eoftitteai. 
On ilka Iktle, >p m tilm g AsPAdWt. 
Illde'tf iiiilig^'«4ttM«ta8^«ia«m1d iUsripvodi, 
tf^ T-^T^M'ftttiidnio iMm, ^«n'4i«itOrMiidb; 
He took a pleasure in^nstructing me, 
^n' I was happy, sae inform'd to be ! 

1 * ' 
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t canna hiuf describe the. Joj, that ras 
Thr9* wf whole kofomt, wlvon I ilrit Ik9«» 
TheMrj lomenQ' ScjcncAtQ cxidAcei, 
An* taite the Lveeti o' Natve's q;i|»l>c U^t 
Wi* pleasure he my dadly progreM ej'd* 
Aa* candidly to every, douht reply *d; 
Wi* joy, perceiy*d my mental powert ezpaod 
Beneath the culture o* hit generoui hand, 
Till at hit death he j[adg*d me fit to rule 
An* even succeed him — ^in the ViUage-schopl .' 

In a serene, insinuating style, 
Wi' wisdom breathing, frae his lips the while, 
The kittlest points he wad distinctly dear. 
An* pour conviction on the sceptic ear ! 
Owre learned beaks, he wadhile e*enings lean, 
Refreshing sleep, a stranger to his een ; 
Like some poor bodie. In his mind untight, 
A pale, emaciated, weary wight ! 
A meaner wreath, in science he disdaia'd. 
If possibly the laurel might be gain*d; 
So when at length he reached the glorioui prise. 
His cmistittttlon feH a sacrifice! 

aOBIN* 

How vain, at times, are a' the hopes we form I 
The saftest gales may nsher in a ttorm; 
We may be biggin' castles in the air. 
When death is lQ>wkin* for o«r banes a lair I 

Q2 
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ftOWAN. 

Tho* a' th« hopes are in his grave consign'd, 
That ance gave rapture to my youthful mind, 
I trust ere lang, in a remaiain* statf, 
Beyoild the range o* a capricious fate, 
When thae poor limbs are laid wi* their forebears, 
1 wi' the Patron o' my early years, 
Knit in the lasting bands o* mutual love. 
Shall form a friendship in the climes above, 
Which shall thro* ceaseless ages still extend. 
And never dread, and never know an end ! 



ELEGY. 

I AM a lonely, naked tree. 
Upon a stormy, barren lea^ 
Nae frienUy willow bears wi* me 

A sodal part; 
Tom by the winds my branches flec^ 

On every airt* 

How curst am I aboon the lave 
That in yon mottie forest wave ! 
Here solitarily I rave 

Shrill CO the storm, 
While eddying gales, rough, shiv'ring stave 

My acking form. 



30 



Misfoitime o«.^^«i,..^ ..i^ — „ , .*, 
An* f^qftmt after plmmre cheats me; 
Km Uager liope,. estafttc« beets me 

Wi' cheering glow; 
Care like a caterpillar eatt me 

Tenacioot, slow. 

Te Saget Ters'd in Nature's Lawt, 
Who from th* eflbct can trace the caute, 
Safj why owre me fcfl ftMttme'f tanae, 

hioeMaat smadc, 
An* tear wi* ereiMleep^ing gawt 

My bleeding back ? 

Tho* scareefy two and twenty ye«r 
Hae brooght mt up to naahood here. 
How often hat alBletlon** tear 

Hun fpae my eesy 
An* Mffowt mae than 1 eouki bear 

My portion beeOb 

Poor wigbft I Ibr thie Ufa how nwaeft f 
1 sit me ^wn; an' sigh, an* gveeii 
Orief darbtin weaves my windi^ shee^ 

W&' yam uafaleaty 
O t wbea wiik Death wi' aummons awcit 

C«*aftetOff«iti 



Thitt wlic» siy epkrit wings Ha Highi 

To rtgioiiSiif «uimis*d delight. 
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so 

Vl\ lee tliat naethiag was to wyte 

But mj ain failiBgt, 

An* tiD^, wi' rapture, Heaven was rigkt 

lo a* its dealings. 



EPISTLE TO KATE 



Mr Dearest Kate! if Reason's rightful sway 
Cou*d make the pangs of slighted love obey» 
With what a zeal it would admonish me, 
Frae writing this delirious Card to thee ! 

But weak is reason, weak is stronger pride^ 
If in a youngster's bosom love preside. 
As owre the waving heather, flies the wind« 
An* when it ceases lea's nae trace behind a 
Even sae in vain will reason pow*r exert. 
To bend the stubborn passions o* the heart. 

Thee hae I woo'd, for three successive years. 
Amid perpetual jealousies, an' fears; 
Still I lament, an undiminish'd flame. 
My hopes, my fears, and my success the same. 
Were I to lea* thee, whither should i turn ; 
Where find condolence frae the woes I moura f 
Kae ither maid 1 envy to possess; 
Nae ither maid, my sorrows can redress. 
Oh ! durst I hope amid this am'rous strife. 
The joy one day o' caUiog thee my wife I 
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Thit, this al«i«, wad ilka pmg ^VTt 
While sweet aiitici|Mtio& teis'd tlie bleiied ikjl 
O ! Kate, the eaergj o* Tenc is faint. 
When it eways in coUmn due, to paint 
The agitated fedingt that eontronl, 
Repel« an* stimulate my weary sonL 
The Muse, wi* pleasure wad its aid exempt^ 
An* tremblin*, shrinks frae sic a vain attempt. 
What tho'che clouds o' poortith,thick*niof,grim, 
The mormng o' our double hH abooJd dim; 
On love, bright love f we wad si^erior rise; 
An' radiant peace, wad lighten all oar skict. 
Content, fair Virgin ! frae^ethereal bowers. 
Wad skirt our cottage wi* immortal flowers: 
Thy lore for me^— thy sorrow-soothing emtk^ 
Wad every carking gloomy care beguile. 
An* I, rich ! Ucst ! wad journey life elate, 
Wi* s* tho world could furnish, in my Kate! 



TO 

Fond lilem'ry still strays o*er the plaoe^ 
An' hoards every jpj o* the scene,, 

Where first I beheld your fair £ice, 
Your witching ine&ble mein. 

Kirkubrigbt ! I bid thee adieu ! 
Ah ! whert shall I wander frae thee; 
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Alas! ItluUsr^trSofgH 

Our voyage te Saint Mwj^ait* 

There first li was cai^ln in lo«a^ aet, 
A» lMfea»a kwMt CK «Uk. 

1» aufwt I sigli and I wvepi 

T«Mar fatuqifr Ihr sowrM of «y ««aaiy 
My eoaelv «itce s» sacrod to sloapy 
> a stra«gari9 nat and reiwtt. 

In. vwt#a I kmay to Ayr} 

I aae tbce wisk lova in thine ^aa^ 
Addran some niperinna fstr; 

Foff atf«|. oC ma Mid aiy l%ha, 

I envy the favored maid; 

So fortunate loveljF. aad gay— 
—Then start from my slumbers afraid. 

And wish for tba dasnio^ of day. 

If love fthfaa affections compel, 
RememWr its hopes and its f6ati| 

Your feelings my wishes can teH, 
Then spare my entreaties aad team. 

Haste, then, all my grtefb to consda^ 
Alas) they are many^ and kecnj 
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Since first my tfifeetiont yon itoley 
With lorrow my portion hu bcdi. 

Who else can that peace reinstate^ 
So long from my breast an exile ? 

Thy frown is the fiat of fate» 
And life is the gift of thy smiles 



DOVGAVS MARRIAGE. 

A BALLAD* 

AuLD Dougal was a gallant Carle, 

O' ninety years, I ween; 
Yet stood as steevely on his shank. 

As when he was nineteen. 

His Susie, ay by neighbonrs ca*d 

A thriftie carefu' dame, 
In spite o* a* her savks, an' sheets* 

Went to her lang, lang hame. 

Sair Dougal thol'd the widower's state 

A weary month, or sae; 
Until at length, he was resoWd 

Anitber wife to hae. 

Vor Oh I quo Dougal, I am ault» 
An' aulder like to be» 



An^ toon the ^tlpfimbiofmtf' A, 
Will yieUkaHttjATrtDuMi! 

I*m wearin* f^lV- aa^ dnwiMiMi 
Affords naft avtatsr ctann^ 

Than jutt a sonsiey pittisp Touiig witf^ 
To keep m]|r " 



Now Jennj Auld, » cUboI^ BMiid, 

O' »ixty year» an* six. 
In Tain, ibight at^ htr aito dispttiyv 

The roving youth ten £s« 

An* Peggy Tftaimir, wi*'fcetHe85 raou' 
Might leuk baith flk^, an^fatr, 

An* wi' a spv^k her grey^tteard singe, 
But Dougal didnar < 



For bonnie Mat tte o" tike flitlf 
A sturdy, strappan gW, 

In DougaFs bosom bl^w a flame. 
An' gart his hewtSstring^dhi, 

Tho' in tfte Nossom o' her sprmg, 
Wi' freshest charms array^i^, 

This gtlpy coudha tell the time 
When she was last a maSd. 

Her bosom formM 6* tinder stuff*, 
Cfittght fire at ilka spark. 
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An* youngs aB*«i 

Woo'd her wi' liniteNNiilt. 



Nae wonder, then» htr^himn'^ttn 
Had warm'd our^lNMiBiheftit, 

That had for jg ewe mtio M fc lbBeti 
Cauld at tbHce'Ctt^OiM. 

** Mj bairn," quo he, ** I kecna how 
In proper phrase to speak, 

^hftteiny^cwioMiMaufe ^eckt«, 
'WbatsIquwroBie tt> •etfk. 

Tve ^M«rV>gttir,«th€8e*ieTeiify]rear, 
An' ilka plack is thine, 

.I>earjDaii|SBl,rlMtibKfie. 

Betweenioiir »|fes>llttk4kt. 

Some sixty years, or sae, 
Come X.a8«ie, Mj thy 2fl«)fin.iiUD^, 
An' make, me hless'jd this ds^y. 

For winterrfa£petx>n.my pow. 
An* withers a' my bloom; 

An* love wi* naver-^ying low^ 
Will a' my.pith consume. 

Convinc'd nae time was to.be lostTr* 
—She to the bed did gae; 
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An* Dpagil like n Csmel ttrodt 
To where hit wishes Uy* 



Awa* ye ^rdie callant m\ 
' Nor hearken at the door^ 
While our delighted lovers sey 
What they hae 4oiie before— p 



SONG. 

WBiatCart thro* the plain winds its watery way. 
My Menie alane lQ!et at gloamin* to stray! 
^er form is so tender, so lovely her mein* 
Her Riys^ls surrender, afr&id to be seen! 

O! Mente, in thee every pleasure is rifie! 
How blest will he be, who enjoys thee for life ! 
In vain so much beauty Heaven did not bestow, 
•For love is a duty tp Nature we owe* 

The rose on the side o* the bumie blaws sweet. 
The glory an' pride o' the rural retreat: 
Yet vain were its shinin*, an' lost its perfume. 
Were a* its design in a forest to bloom. 

Assist me, ye Powers ! her affections to gain, 
An' hasten the hours till I ca* her my ain. 
To me, life nae gladness without her can bring, 
Whilk gars me wi' sadness in solitude sing. 
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fVEAVEmS LAMENTf 

ON THB FAILUEB OF THE CELEBRATED 
STRIKE OF WEAVINGi FOR A MINIMUM 
or WAQMt IV i612. 

. .1 . 
Ys Weavers cease to mourn an' grieve^ 
Can bitter sighs four case relieve ? 
Nae mair let hope four hearts deceive, 

Fix*d is your fate; 
Be thankfu* ye're allow'd to weave 
. , . At ony r^tfi. . 

Deaf to your earnest cries, an* pray'rs, 
Against you ijjca door declares, 
Nor Kinj^, nor Parliamentar cares,. 

Nor local pow'rs, 
A' busy wi' their ain affairs, 

They.nuod qpt ^urs. ' 

For refuge wbithier can Vtre flyi. • . 
What ither schismes pf succour try t 
Where'er we ^en'rthe sorrowiiig ey^, . 

Or turn the head, 
Wives, weans, an' aged parents die, 

For J^ok o' bread ! 

r 

Alas ! that any 'xninlstratiog . 
Should glory to lAVolve a nation, 
In ruin, horror, an' starvation. 

An' even disdain 

D 
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To make the ilightest reparfttioa, 

Tho* it complaiB. 

Whea wealth to poortith spurns eoneession. 
Each rank receding in progression; 
When the bien, rural, nud conation, 

OMife is past, 

The ne^plut^ira o* oppression. 

Approaches fast. 

4 

An' soon may it approach— blest time \ 
pesire o* mony a fervent rhyme ! 
Then seeking Right shall be nae crime 

i' the law's esteem; 
Then happiness owre Scotia's clime. 

Again shall beam-^ 

The sturdy tiller o' our plains. 

Whose work demands nae scowth o' brains, 

A competence frae labor gains. 

That in auld age 
Ensures a beild for crasy banes, , 

Frae poortith's rage. 

Whilst we tho' patient, an' alert 

In mastering an ingenious art ; 

Tho' conscious we hae done our pai;t, 

Some gear to gain, 
perceive wi' sad, foreboding heart. 

Each effort vain. 
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The manufactVert strongly feci, 
Our lack o* murphiei, an' peaM-meat, 
An' at a proof tScy wiih us weil 

Some mae potatoes. 
Add twa three yards to our thrum-keel 

To work at gratis. 

What tho* they brav'd the pains o' law. 
An' thol'd baith meikle shame an' jaw, 
Their knayerie past, as tliey were a^ 

Rich wealthy Reivers; 
An' justice thought the crime was sma' "^ 

To gull poor weavers. 

Wi' mounds o' auld contracted debt 

On ilka side, we are beset; 

In nae man's beuk we'll farther get, 

Tho' life to save, 
For what we owe, they gie us het 

Fu' mony a crave. 

^or me, I dauma tak* the street. 

For fear some creditor I meet; 

Even when I chance to hear strange fe^t 

Upon the stair, 
Fm in a heavy, deadly sweat. 

To ken wha's there. 



Hence we are a' sae shifty grown. 
There's scarce a House in Glasgow town, 

B 2 
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That pajri Mven ililllitif i tti the pouti*, 

(A commda eate) 

But mijr itfcif itkfetiot onm 

To our tly race. 

In corretpondeaee wi' our betters. 
Respecting sundry money-matters, 
They aften ca* us " Metf o* Letters," 

By way o* jeering; 
Few wad believe how muckle debtors 

Are daily bearing. 

Were never wretches sae forlorn I 
Were never wrangs sae meekly bom i 
From us by violence is torn, 

Each dear-won blessing! 
Our Calling has become a scorn— 

— Ourselves a hissing ! 

O ! Scotia, thy Ipring is past, 
Thy Simmer but a blink did last, 
Thy leaves are strewing on the blast, 

O' Autumn snell ! 
Thy Winter it approaching fast, 

t)ark, dowr, an* fell ! 
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SONG. 

rnne^M jify on^ /o an' dearu Or 

O ! COME wi* me to yonder brae, 

My only Jo an* dearie O ! 
I fain wad aomcthing to thee say, 

Gin thou wad only hear me O ! 
When wi* thee in thae lone retreata, 
£nraptur*d high my bosom beats. 
Surveying a' thy virgin sweets. 

Tie bliss to be sae near thee O ! 

I hae «ma* hope thou wilt be kind, 

My only Jo an dearie O ! 
Or that a damsel sae refin*d. 

Wad as a lover bear me 1 
Yet lovt still urges, to admire 
Where hope it fated to expire. 
Sweet mistress o' each fond desire, 

Nae rural maid can peer thee 1 

Ah ! wilt thou think on glitt*ring pdf, 

My only Jo an* dearie O ! 
An* let a growling miser elf, 

Wi* whining cant come near thee O I 
His soul nae safter passion warms. 
Encircled in his straining arms. 
Gold, gold alaoe for him has charms, 

He*d neither love nor fear thee O ! 

D 3 
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Then chiue wi' xnt ft liiMibler loc. 

My «nif #• ^* 4^titO\ 
ContainiDg thee my frugal cot. 

Shall ay be hlftM, «ft* MieaHe 0! 
Although o* little gta!t ^oHeM, 
Mae jealous fHtt Utell hatttlt Vtkf )K«t, 
To my fond, glowing b^Mmi ptiest, 
Thott'll «ti!^ -n toan^» ft pieerie b! 



TO J. M. Jult/ 1812, 

ft 

I LIKE as well attaont a» «Ayy 

To read a story, sUMtt't ftnd linAfifc; 

An' few, I think, take taMiir defight i% 

Gay, humourocM, fMHfetk ^tingi • 

An* doubly ni|yttti(ofts tB iht ^^leaMfve^ 

When verse, wi' modesty keeps measure; 

Yetne*erccm^trMe«8kig|le¥«aiity, - . 

In any sang; profane Ht fo«tiev 

Or even approve a BligfiiO:di(Vf| 

Howev^ ek^ftuft or mittf; 

For from my tkHek iht imik it daihllir) 

An* every &nee «E»lbig:^xasbes, 

When wit^ itt ^kik f/emU^fcfm ^uAff 

Attempt ^t>iVii]fer i^ittgt M>'Vftltyt 
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Bccante some notable ^ofttsor, 
U of each filthy loit {xMseMOr, 
They from thii Data^ belch a libel^ 
'Gainst Utt/tf dbttntit Ih the ItStlbti 
Hence 'tis a farcfe to be Telig;(<i(aB, 

Was never r%i^lMiin|( so egregibtitf 

, ... 

Religion, sure, is not to blame * 
When hypocrftin asst^me its iMtiki 
Nor can we delta ft m the pSLCtiboi, 
When fool pritstkilo'l icartfai aetion; 
Still it is pure, and nndtelSed, 

» 

Tho' they are by their lusts beguiled. 

Whatever impious Bards imagine;. 
Or Atheists vomit in their ragin*, 
l*hn book invulnerable stands 
%y {A'dof foVtWred; on aflband^. 
Satire db tt huar tennless ik\ 
Than bomb-shot on Gibndter's wa'^t^ 
Who lifui^^t h,-his l^dic^re 
Isor'a'ihaamatt, orrikfb<A: ' ' ' 
ftStniths have stodd the test o** ages^ 
^t>aSiist tophtfts, tcffid^tii, an* sftges; 
An* still it has the vict'ry gotten, 
Otrre iVka1cStteb*')r^m^ pii>ttrn\ ' 
*1i»t^t!!U>ot bfet'ils'^rUii'^eta^, 
Itlie^l^l^H^ 5* Vhe Gospel way ; 
ir^^'CAi-^Mlf^itt ihall stride 
Yriuttilliaiit; owre tlie World 'wide. 



^ 
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An* be the accepted. sinner** boast, 
Wben blasphemy in hell is tost ! 

Ah! thottghtlcss Johnnie, think betimtt, 
Frae sin's delirious dream awake, 

JLike thee a sinner white in crimes. 
Maun hae a black account to make. 

This day salvation comes to thee, 
Nae langer proffer'd grace disdain, 

How horrid will thy portion be. 
If every overture is Tain! 



ANDREW AN' JOCK, 

OR RURAL COURTSHIP. 

Inscribed io Mr WifUam Fitday, Fatmer, 
Patkhead.— June 6th ISQS. 

O ! long may pure disinterested love 

The lowly walk of rural life adorn ! 
An' never may their swains licentious rove 1 

An* never may their maids the bashful scorn! 

Dear youthful scenes ! tho* from your pleasures toru, 

O ! still as wont my pensive muse inspira;^ 
Beam on my memVy mild, as darkling, lorn, 
I strike my plaintive, joy-abandon'd lyre, 
Aa* lead each echoing note, grace, energy an* firet 
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Young Andrew, wha hid Hag ta wooir bM», 

Ae dMj deterttin*d wi* « eroi^ dtar 
To ptng at night, an' see hii iweethMrt Jaii, 

To trii hif love, an' her acceptance hear. 
The San was wearing laigh-*the gloamilig dear, 

Twat nimaicr'tnne, an'ilka thing in bloom 
Made Mature •nule,-«-ae tingle gilidid cheer 

Otir yeuthfu' cadiei^ for the pane wae toom : 
Sae affthey blythely gaed to woo amang the broofti. 

His Slaekfit Jock, a toiR^e rattlin* hlade^ 

Waa free an* hearty, never fath'd wi' eare; 
An* tho* enai^or*d o* a thrawart maid, 

An' aft' repols'd, he never wad deepair. 
Kor was he blate, an easy, manly air. 

He wad assume, an* nicely tell his crack. 
Her saude gait an fauts he didna spare, 

Mae lies cou'd he, or ony phratjn' nak'. 
But what he thought mtfaout consideration spak*. 

Scaree had they gaoe a half'm-mile or sae 

Alang the moor, when glowrin* rouA* an* roun*, 
J^k ^ied the laases Hnking owre the lay. 
Upon a. visit to eome neaghhour tow9^- 
. Mm* anodly /ean had on. a druggiet gown, 

coat.thi» samck halC kiltet to the knee; 
that wav*^ (athwart he#.hafiets)hrQwn» 
Obscur'd th^ gkuices ^' a modest eie. 
An' Uythc an* ckaaaho was«fi:ae affsctatioa free. 
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.An' there m handsome, in a dreat ai filaiai 

Jock's lass (ca*d Nannie) coost her head wi* pride ; 
Her scomftt* brows ihow*d a* entreatie vain. 

While thus she tauntingly did Jean deride. 
*' Haste! come awa, or do you mean to bide ? 

'* Ken ye the errand that we cam* to do I 
** 111 go mysel\ what nonsense it*t/* she cri'd. 

Syne turnin* roun', out oinrre the rigs sheflew, 
Nae doubt expectin*, Jock wad keenly her pursue. 

What strange politics fill the female mind. 

Thus to insult even where affection lies ! 
Aiblins they think to use a lover kind 

Wad make them hateful, in that lover's eyes. 
Yes, some there are, who simple maids entice 

To be partakers o* their brutal lust. 
An' leave them syne, at leisure to grow wise; 

For maids such flatteries ere they wed to trust 
Tho* the reward be base, who can deny it just ? 

Jock stood an* glowr'd, an* chewM the nail o*s thoona^ 

Syne on the swaird he streekit down at ease; 
His heart was light, an easily coud soom. 

Like a cork bark, upen the stormiest seat. 
His mind was form'd to answer every breese, 

Nane could be dull that in his presence sat, 
Weel pleas'd himsel*, he ever try'd to please^ 

A furthy turn, a slee enttciog chat. 
Ay friends enow to him, an' ion companions gat. 
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Now a* Che three sat claVriii' on the greeo. 

An* Nannie's conduct faurly was fUscuss't ; 
In her behalf lang pled the futhfu* Jeaui 

Even tho* she own'd to lea* the jilt was Just. 
Weil Jean, quo Jock, my happiness I trust 

Wi* a' your interest you will advance. 
Tell her,frae me, that she from henceforth must 

Be mair agreeable, else never chance 

r 

Shell get frae me again, while Briain fights wi*France« 

Jean she agreed, an* said she wadna ftul 

To search if lore in Nannie's bosom lay. 
To take a walk wi* her at breakfast meal. 

An' hear what she had for hersel' to say. 
To-morrow's night, quo she, at close o' day, 

Baith you, an' Andrew, if he likes himsel*. 
May meet me hear, or on yon heather-brae, 

Whare ilka word, whate'er it be 111 tell, 
Sae Johnnie, rest coaf cilt, things yet may turn out well. 

Jock thanked her, an' bade them baith guid-night, 

An'left them there amang the broom to rowe; 
It wasna lang I trow, till out o* sight 

They baith were cozie, in a warl^k howe! 
Aboon their heads did haizle->bushes grow. 

There Andrew woo'd wi'simple village-art; 
Till Jean at length confess'd an equal lowe. 
An' yielded there to him a virgin heart. 
The noblest boon a maid can to her swain impart ! 
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l^e chMTj.l^vi^fPckt now bcg^n to ;iwg. 
The 4ay w» d^wAio* .m ilie eMtern sldct. 

The eoorin* hfli^et on loupl^ baurerfispring. 
The howlet cew'd her rude»uBgraci«us cries f 

^ow 19 hU cave, the prowling Iteypai;^ ^^s* 
To puB the 4^, in hiwger, ^a«je,,i|^' sleep ; 

Again to moil the vo^ry wahtters.ryify 
An,' at the balieiipQie mpraii^ sf^al^a peep, 
Condemn'd the Iee-Ung4a.y.«(ithin their ccdlsto keep ! 

y 

Ow lovers rose^-^or it was time to part— • 

.In ithers arms they took ae meUi|ig kiss ! 
la raptures Andrew atood, his youthfu' heart 

High heavin* be^ft, an* £utter*d .owre sic blissj 
Are there who can /condemn such h>ye i^ this? 

For ever may their souls be doom'dto rove 
WV spitefu' spirits, in that dackabjrss, 

Where hatred rei^osyiar fvprn^hoae courts above. 
Where a' they see, an* hear, where ^a*, they dpi is love ! 

But dearest lcien*S(maun bid adiepat Jast, 

'Nae human power 'CaOitimeV approach gainsay. 
The ruddy mQi?pifig'W?s advancing (sat. 

The twilight vai^h*d-£rpfn iisr cheering ray. 
Now.hame,at leAgthouciovrrs sbapetheirway. 
An* parted, soon as th^ the .town came near, 
Resolved again»to meet at close pVday, 
BLythcJock*s an* sullen Nannie's plea to clear, 
Whilk to unravel soon, they had but little fear. 
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Thus parted they-The breakfast hour gaed bye. 

An* Joek for ance began to dread bis fate; 
He broke lome yam, an* left it $.* to tye. 

An* iff to Andrew daunert down the gate. 
To him be taofd his melancholy state. 

An* Andrew heard wi* sympathy sincerto: 
Siys Andrew, ** Only /or a moment wait, 

ril get some cash, an* soon be wi' you here, 
We'll go an' take a walk, an* get some Ale-house chear. 

The Sun was shinin' glorious in the south. 

Nature grewfaint beneath his scorching rays. 
The weaver pinin* curst the birslin* drowth, 

The thankfii* birds alane sung for his praise. 
A' ninnin* down frae afT the heather braes, 

The kye tormented wi* the klegs, an* heat. 
Sought caller sheds, to fend them frae sic faes; 

The weary laborer wi' his toil did sweat; 
The trareller hirplin% pass'd upon his blister*d feet. 

But mortal scenes can only please a while ! 

They soon grow palling to the gaser's eye, 
Thar verdure fodes,their beautiesceaseto smile. 

For all is vanity beneath the sky! 
Now weary frV the walk, an* tumin' dry. 

Our trusty neebours bait at the ^ Red Cow,'* 
Where merrily they drank, the hours gaed bye. 

They sat as lang as time wad them allow, 
TiUhameat length theysped,wt*loYe,an* drink half fou*. 



*» 
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Jean kept her promise wi' tcnacioui care. 

Her love for Andrew made the businets light. 
Soon as she rose, to Nannie did repair, 

And fand her sitting in a serious plight : 
"I trow,"quo j€an,«»ycfoord yourselUastnight^ 

An* made but little o* your pettish haste, 
Sae may they fare ay, who pretend to slight 

The youth on whom their secret thoughts are plac'd, 
StiU seeming shy to him they take delight in maitt. 

Were lads to leave us when we geek an* fling. 

How seldom wad we ofFer to be shy ! " 
^or me, I think, 'tis but a senseless thing 

To seem to those we like, resenr'd, an' dry. 
tSome use their wooers ill, an* scarce ken why, 

It beets their pride to see them mean, an* tame. 
But wi* my Andrew's wishes 1*11 comply. 

Whilst they're untarnish'd by a vicious aim. 
An* whilst he*8 kin* an leal, he*ll find me ay the same," 

Says Nannie, «• Lads if ance they get their will 
Turn free, syne cool, syne never fash us mair ; 

*Tis best to keep them at a distance still, 
An*let them frowns, as weil as kindness share : 

For every fellow d*ye think I care, 
Wha like* to woo me, wi* a flattering tale ? 

I'm youDg.enough, this towmond to despair, 

, For any Rake ; as yet, my heart is hale, 
1*11 leuk about me weil, an* for a guid ane waje.*' 
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^^or ought I heard, or could perceive yettreeii) 

Jock was as easy as ye fain wad be, ^ 
Wiid aager sparkled in his dark-bloe cen. 

An* thus, in rising wraith, he s^d to me, 
The vera first time, Jean, yon jilt you see, 

Tell her *tis time, to lea' aflF joking now. 
Ah' since its out my power wi' her to gree, ^ 

Frae this time forth, I bid her ay adieup 
8he*U never need again, mj presence to esrhew." 

" This night wi' him, an* Andrew, I shall meet 
Aboon the howm, atween an' the Mill- brae. 
When, if ye binna we|r to (vie your feet. 
About that time we'll up the water stray.** 
" A-weil,'* quo Nan, *' wi' you I'm redd to gae. 
My heart relents, an' gars me this reveal. 
For any thing that 1 may do, or say, 
Jock's just as welcome as another cheil. 
An* tho' I'm whiles camstrary, that he kens owre weil.1 

Now Jean an' Andrew, Jock an* Nannie met. 

In better tune, than either party wist: 
Nan, smiling, soon gart Jock his grief forget. 

An* clear'd his countenance, wi'care opprest 
Sae, on a Simmer morn, thro' thick'ning mist^ 

The Sun is dimly seen, without a ray: 
Tho' for a while it may his wArmth resist. 

His genial power soon melts the fog away. 
An' brightly shines serene, owre rising wood, an' brae; 

E 2 
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Yet still narration fails-^we may conceive, 

But canna paint, the joy in Johnnie's mind; 
Scarce coud he 8peak,an' scarcely coud believe 

His vera een, that saw his Nannie kind ! 
His arms around her yielding body twin'd. 

Soon made him master o* a sweet embrace! 
Her saucie leuk nae mair his will confined; 

A pleasing smile upon her sonaie face, 
Made a* her beauties shine, wi* mair enchantin* grace ! 

Jock thanked Jean, for a* that she had done, 

An'wish'd her help he never mair might need; 
Young Andrew did the sai;ne, they parted soon. 

Ilk took the road that nearest hame did lead. 
Since that time, Jock had never cause to dread. 

His Nannie ay has been sae frank, an* free; 
Despair, nae mair is like to be his dead. 

But ay successfu*, fu* o* mirth, an*, glee. 
There's not a happier lad, in a* the town, than he! 



APOSTROPHE TO THE SUN- 

1809. 

O ! SvK, tio pleasure to me thoa 
Impartest with thy genial light; 

No longer f enraptured glow. 

Beneath thy summer-visage bright ! 
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I wander, lone, m musing wight. 
Wretched, disconsolate, forlorn; 

And seek the veriest gloom of night 
To shade me, from the public scotn ! 

How happy were my early days. 

From error, and reflection free ! 
When I on Gartha's flow'ry braes, 

Pursu'd the tiny eident bee ! 
My soul then on its highest key, 

O* happiness touch'd every string. 
That coud the sma'est (Measure gie. 

An* sipp'd the honey— but the sting 1 

Dark an* dejected, now I walk. 

An' thoughtful, heave the bitter sigh; 
Or like some restless spirit stalk. 

Whose murder*d banes, unburied lie* 
I view the ragin', troubled sky; 

The hail, an* sleet, an' snaw, an' rain, 
Alternate, in confusion fly, 

Wi* horrors suited — to my ain ! 

Pour on, ye pelting elements. 

An' blaw, yc winds, wi* louder roar. 
An* bear their liquid cauld contents, 

Owre Scotia's hills, frae shore to shore. 
Ixhaust each flrmamental store, 

Te tempests, frae your caverns haste. 
Till Nature bleed, at every pore. 

An' a* her mountains lie a waste ! 

s S 
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To me thii is tkne tme Mibtone, 

Poetic feeKngt iwell on hi|;b; 
I, dimly, bode tlit wreck o* dne. 

When Hature^ fcxy %di^ maun ifie ! 
I feel, a faintly glimmVing joy. 

That struggles tliro' ny mcMii gloom. 
An' elevatel, I know sot why. 

My soul, owre Natwre and tier tomb. 

Tho* here I waste in kofieliess siglis^ 

All comfortless, the fiDg'ring tiow; 
Tho' unseen difficiibioi risO) 

An' roand me^ daHefy, tbick\ikig| k>wf ; 
Still to that all-sufficient Power, 

My weary soul wOnd gladly ifly ; 
Whose shade, aIobb, shall ht a tower. 

When Time restores £temity ! 



THE POOR MAN. 

Tfi£ hist'ry o' a poor man^ sorrows. 
Laid in the morn o' life before us. 
Wad cool our fervency in wooin', 
An' saw much Maftrimonial Rain* 

Yet toodi It is, tho' nought is queerer, 
Hope, in distress, his daily chestrer, 
Is ever ready to content him, 
Wi' whate'er Pro«id«&ce hn sctit liim; 
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By whiip'tiBg la hu ^, tome proaaae. 
That a' his better Inci^o come it. 

Hence, he ne'er granet for ought that jwe is 
Content wi* common neoesaariei* 
Haledaise, an' eatable provision. 
The cap-staoe is o* his ambition; 
^n* aith his winnin' as pMcarioiisu 
His wants are siever muitifarious 
If cannijjT frae week, to week. 
His income, and ezpences cleek, 
Wi' flow an* then, a plack to spare. 
He's happy an' desires jiae niait. 

Yet if he chance to fa' behin*. 
An' in some Grocer's ledger tin, 
Tho' he were toiling late an* eaiiF, 
-An' living ne'er sae mean an* sparely'. 
He'll scarce ^et clear, an' 'tii aae wonder, 
111 trade, ill prices, ke^ him under; 
His ilka meal the Grocer petten— 
His furniture the Laird sequesters^ 
Tormented ilka day by dunning, 
Auld debts defending— new anes running— 
Sae money ills a^tnst him ieagatng, 
Requires most masterly intv|gni'pg, 
To keep a family frae starvation, 
Frae^uin, and incaccecation. 
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JOVE'S CORNIE TAB. 

*Tii ttrange, that Grecitn Bards forget to teH, 
How on the summit o* Olympus* brae. 
The Gods conyen'd to haud a Holiday, 

f 

When this droll farce maist pitiously befeL 
A* roun* the grand celestial table plac*t, 
Wi* best o* meat, an* choicest viands grac*t; 

Like fuddlers, in a Ale-house, blythe they sat. 

Passing the time in frien'Iy chat, 
'Till they agreed amid their social mirth, 

(That each might show his cheating arts,) 
To imitate the sons o* earth. 
An' hae a game at Cartes. 

Wi* that, their Deityships divide; 
Great Jove an' Bacchus teuk a sidet 

An* frae amang the ither Heavenly pow6rs^ 
They bauldly Mars, an' Mercury, defi'd. 

For ony bet, to dight them at '* All Fours." 
Nae sooner said, than doughty Mars cried. Done, 
An' sae the Game was instantly begun. 
But scarcely Jove twa luckless tricks had play'd. 
When a vile accident his fun way-laid. 
Auld doitet Vulcan, coomie as a sweep, 
Wi' drinking tir'd, an* hauf indin'd to sleep, 

(For now the dawn peep'd o' the second day^) 
Some how or ither, (Authors canna tell,) 
Rising, to make his water, owre he fell. 

On Jove*s right foot, who had a cornie ue«- 
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r-The Thund'rer skrcigh'd wi* lac » hldtofu roar. 
That a* Olympot, to the iBgean shore. 
An' Greece thro* ilka hole an* nenk, 
^ Wi* nameless dread an* terror tbeuk ! 

Sae loudly did his Godship yell. 

Poor Vulcan, he b— himsel* ! 

» 

An' ither Deities (the cause uokend, ) 
Thought heaven, an*eartfa,an* sport wasat an end. 
" Curse ye ! ** cries Jupiter, " ye blasted cullie," 
(For Jove cou'd ban like ooy tap-room bellie,) 
«* Far less wad gar me tak* your crutch. 
An* work it owre your hurdies like a switch! 
^ Get out my sight, I say, ye reekie deevil ! 

Or, by the vengeance, wi* this kneeve 111 
<r Gar your dull, foostit, brains 

Jaup on Heaven's causie stanes!'* 
Up Vulcaa stacher'd, frae below the table, 
An* limped aiT, as weil as he was able. 
Blessing his stars, ye needna doubt, 
He was permitted to gtt safely out. 

Say, Muse, wha wadna up an' ria, 

Toh^inaweilpay'dskin? 
Sorrow — a ane— — 



At length hia brither Gods made intercession 
Wi' Jupiter, to pardon his transgression; 
An* as his bet wi' this affhry was lost. 
They wad together club, an' pay the cost, 
Wi* that, the Thunderer, appeas'd. 
Cries, ** Curse it, Vulcan, if he pleas*4> . 
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Might take lut teat agaia;*' 
But he for mony a night an' day 
Ooudna forget hit * Oomie Tae,* 

Sae gnawing wat the 



TAMMIE AN* ALLAN. 

Let ither Bardt their tprightly harpt employ 
In biyther strains, o* merriment an' joy; 
My tears, an* pipe, in harmony shall flow, 
To chant my tin, or soothe anither*s woe; 
Let rural love, an' a* its cares be mine. 
An I wi' joy will a' their j'oys resign. 

Calm was the gloamin* o* that Simmer day. 
The Sun was blawin' out his hin'maitt ray. 
When luckless Tammie, jilted by his bride» 
Took his last walk on Cartha's flowery side; 
Dull, dark, an* hoUow, was that giancin' eie, 
Sae lively ance, sae fu' o' love an* glee; 
His youthfu* face owrecast wi* sick'ning care. 
Exhibited a wild*ring, vacant stare; 
Not even the remnaot o* a manly grace 
Coud be acknowledg*d, on that once fair face; 
W* ling*ring step alang the bank be stray*d. 
An* pausing often— nam*d the faithless maid * 
At length wi' Allan, near the Hole-Bum month. 
He met— an* sighing thus add rest the youth. 
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TAMMII. 

O ! for a frien', to wKom I might impan 
The orerflowingt of a broken heart ! 

AhLA«, 

To me ye may in confidence disclose 
The latent spring, o* your apparent woes; 
Perhaps my counsel may suggest relief. 
An* dock the wild luxuriance o* grief. 

TAMMIK. 

An' will ye, AlUm, wi* attenUve ear. 
The sad narration o* my sorrows hear. 
How first I fell in love, wi' a* that past 
Tween me an' faithless Ann, frae first to last f 

ALLAN. 

t:es, yes I will, sae wi'your ule proceed. 
To a' its various windings I'll gie heed. 

TAMMIK. 

Wdl may I min* that happy New*r-day night, 
Nae love fash'd me then, an' my heart was light. 
Then first I saw my Annie, sweetest maid ! 
In a* the charms o* innocence array'd; 
An* tho' the simple features o* her face* 
Were not distioguish'd by superior grace. 
There was in a* her gait, an' in her eie. 
An unkent something, that enchanted me ! 

Soon after this, anither lad an' I 
Resolv'd, for ance, this lovely lass to try; 
An' as the Sun was gaun to change his clime, 
We coudna pass that unco meiUe time-** 
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Sat aff we set owre mony a whmnie brae, 
For thro* a muir the road to Annie lay, 
We nimbly ttreeldt owre the dewie green. 
An' soon the cottage o* my hopes was seen. 

Now gloamtn' grey aboon the woods appear*d ; 
Nae mair the mavis' mellow note was heard ; 
The little chanters a' were hosh'd — an' sleep 
Alang their weary frames began to creep. 

Far down a glen beneath a hazle shade, 
A lonely Shepherd on a whistle play'd; * 
Weil coud I guess by his pathetic strain. 
Like me he was in love — like me, in pain ! 
Ah ! why soud maids by one unvaried rale, 
The dearest objects o* thor bosom snool, 
Wi' scorn imbitter a* our nameless pangs. 
An* seem delighted when we tell our wrangs ? 

Awa* for Annie my companion far'd. 
While down I sat me on the gowany swaird ; 
An' tho* I waited his return wi* pain, 
Hope ever ready sowthet'd a' again ! 

By this time Annie an' my frien* drew near. 
Her brightening presence banish*d ilka fear; 
Strange, new emotions thro* my bosom went. 
My tera sauI, at ilka glance was sent f 
Her lovely visage beaming ^^ a smile, 
Becalm*d my troubled patsSont for the while. 
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My Comrade left me — ^left me by the aide . • 
O* a clear tpriog, to woo his future bride; 
Blest, before lang, my Annte*s heart to share. 
While I soud pine, in anguish, an* despair ! 
How little dreaded then ! when I carest 
The fickle maid, an* held her to my breast ! 
Her bosom beat in unison wi* mine. 
Her soul, responsive, seem'd my soul to join ! 
The moon, that lighted many a scene o* care, 
Ne'er shed her beams upon a happier pair ! 

But it wad be owre lang for me, to tell, 
The various turns o* fortune that befel. 
How aften we aman? the queyles o* hay, 
In ithers arms — full many an e*ening lay I 
Delightful hours ! wi* what a speed ye past, 
O ! wad my pres<$nt minutes slide as fast ! 
Ye sweetest pleasures o' my blasted prime ! 
7e mutual vows, ezchang*d full many a time ! 
Maun I for aye my Annie*s falsehood mourn f 
An* will she never, never mair return ? 
An' is she fix*d, to be thro* coming life 
My Comrades mate ? tho* sworn to be my wife ! 
O ! little did I think that ever he. 
Or plighted Annie, wad sae cruel be ! 
O ! weak is language ! weak the Poet's art. 
To paint the woes that wring my bursting heart J 
O ! soon to me may life*s last foe arrive, 
An' wrap in clay, the veriest wretch alive! 
An* waft my spirit from a, world away. 
Bereft o* every joy, to cheer my stay ! 
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TO ANGER^AN ODE. 

I. 

O ! An om, ruler of the stormy face ! 

When to thy sway al! tender thoughts giye place, 

Reflection far away is driven. 

And anarchy embroils the mind. 

With force resistless, unc<Maifin*d, 

And human reason, to the wind 
Is for a moment given. 

ir. 

Thou from the family of Pride 
Art ^rung, by the maternal side : 
Suspicipn, (of surmise afraid) 
Begot thee on the lofty-looking maid, 
In an unguarded, thought-abandon'd hour; 

Not in a love-frequented bower. 
But in some gloomy, drear, infernal shade ! 
By furies haunted, with imperious power. 

III. 
To all submission, and persuasion, deaf; 
All trembling over, like an aspen leaf; 
Foaming, threat*ning, wild vrith rage« 
Vengeance only can assuage 
Thy rude unmeaning will ! 
While from thy redly-rolling eyes 
The living flame, consuming, ffie»-o 
Denouncing ever, and receding stin— 
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In* action rapicU— but of tttteraoce briefs- 

Regardless of all tici. 
Or friends* or foeti 

Whoever dare oppose 
Thy madness, or the paroxysm expand. 
Are victims doom'd by thy nnl^itfing haad ! 



VALENTINES TO A. 

O ! FoxTUNX, thou art mair than kind, 

Sae generous to me ! 
For who mair likely to my mind. 

Than Allister cou'd be ? 

Thrice frae the lap o* chances, slow 
Thy wish*d-for name I drew; 

And thrice I felt love*s sweetest glow, 
£nraptur*d at the view ! 

O ! may the Powers that rule above, 

Whom lovers a* revere. 
Thy unengaged feelings move 

This selfish plaint to hear! 

But if thy neutral heitrt disdain, 

A hapless maid to bless. 
Increase not wi' contempt her pain* 

A smile will make it less. 

F 2 
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If thou my trcmblbg hopM in* fean, 

Regard wi' silent iconii 
An' leave me to indulge in tean. 

All wretched an* forlorn. 

Soon may thy cauld unfeeling heart, 

Wi* equal ardor burn. 
For some maid cruel as thou art, 

Who will my wraogs return. 

O ! Allister, too truly fair, 
A virgin's sighs are thine ! 

Then do not leave her wi* despair. 
In solitude to pine. 

In earnest o* a better state, 

Let me thy favor share. 
An' I wi* happiness shall wait 

Till time our love declare. 



TO E. F. 

Alas ! what fuel to my flame 
Was heaped on last night ! . 

Three times I drew thy dear lov*d name. 
An* thrice 1 blest the sight ! 



9S 

Tho* partial foitane o*'ny mate 
Had left the ckoice to me; 

"What fairer youtk to mte my fate, 
Coad I hae wishM than thee f 

Not haaf lae fragrant is the air. 
That sight alang the heath, 

Thro* violets, an* roses fair, 
A» th J ambrosial breath. 

Amid the rosy bloom o* youth. 
Health wantons o*er thy cheek; 

O ! may thy bosom know the truth, 
Such Graces a' be^cakt 

If ever love disturb'd thy breast, 

O ! think an' pity mine ! 
There better will it be exprcst 

Than in a Valentine. 



SONNET. 

O! Pot ST, how often hatt thou soothM, 
The latent throbbings of a broken heart! 
How often hath thy heaven-bequeathed art. 

The rugged path-way of my wand'ringt sniooth'd] 

F tf 
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If uiiawaret the bashful crimson steals ^ 

bi pablic, o*er my cokmr-chaaging cheek. 

In solitade I consolatioia. feel, 
And find with thee, joys maoy dare ii6t seekt 

Still may thy numbers rolling on supine. 
Dispel my menu!, melancholy gloom ! 

Thine is the art ! the powerful charm is thine. 
On desart hills, to make an Eden bloom; 

To raise the soul o*er every human woe, 
Andall the vain contempt ascoffing world can show. 



EPITAPH, 
ON Mr William Paton» latx TXACiuit 

IN POLLOKSHAWS. 

WxnN genius, worth, and learning all onite, 
To crave the poor donation of a tear. 

Can any eye withhold the watery mite, 
lichen ^ton claims the simple tribute ht^e ) 
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2V A NEIBOUR RHYMER. 

POLLOKBHAWa—JVLY, 1809i 

BiAR Sir, I wa4 be unco fond^ 

(However inconvenience 
With you at times to correipoiid». 

In timple rli3rmee, and lenieni^ 
1 haena travell'd mony yeart, 

Jiut gaun in three-and-twenty; 
For ought I brag aboon my pcen^ 

Ye maybe think 'on plenty. 

A queer, unconquerable lovs 

I've u*en for Scotia's Mutes; 
Nae potion this diaetue can movs^. 

A' counsel it abuses. 
Sin* ever I could buy or read 

A verse of weil met measari, 
Nae youthful folly might exceeds 

This literary pleasura. 

^e me a beuk, where sprightly tnmr 

Of genuine humor glances, 
And my soul with derision spurns 

Debauching fairs, and dances. 
In beuks there is a pure delight. 

Unknown to sensual riot; 
What is the laughter of a night f 
Bane of domestic quiet— 
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But dinna think T am morotey 

Or an uniocial creauire^ 
A Philoioptiical rcpoi^ 

Comet nearest to my nature. 
Ay now and then, when care and gn^f 

Wad spuilzie pleawreV border, 
1 itrike my harp, it bring! relief. 

And lets me all n> order. 

Tho* I am fanciftil at ttaMt, 

(An* baith Qonfm and know it} 
In thinking my uoiliapi^ vbymee, 

Should christen me a -»Poet— 
By virtue of this sacred gifk, 

I've in a JMe raised. 
Gay edifices in the Kfr, 

Which the neisi breath debased. 

Hence, rhyming Ir my HobbyoHerse^ 

When I incline to eantar } 
And weil it kens the flowery course, 

Where I am wont to saunter. 
Look round aoid round, wkh carefbl peep^* 

Let keen inspection guide on. 
And shew me ane that disna keep 

A Hobbjf-Horm^ to ride on. 

The miser, he on treasure doati^ 
Fattinhiscufferakckiri , 
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Tht Btau oa ftuhloBablt coitii 
. On niA and Itet, tht eoquattt. 
The wrinkled mid fonaken prnde 

Decries ilk Toukhfiti notion i 
And aft intolerably gude» 

Confoundi us with devotion* 

Of all that keep a Vfag to ride. 

Their agile powers to try oa, 
Kane hate I waur to trot beside. 

Than troopers bound for Zion. 
They never leave the King's highway. 

If ony brither sees them. 
But gallop finely down the brae. 

So soon as e*er he lea*s them. 

They winna prie, nor pay a gill. 

Sic practices they hate them, 
Tho' they coud empty half a StiU^ 

Gin ony ane wad treat them. 
The whole of their religion lies 

In ceremonial notions; 
It maksna what they may practise. 

If loud in their devotions. 

Bring me the man,-^whate*er his faith^^ 
BIythe, free, and open-hearted; 

Wha can wi* prudence use his breathy 
When tuning p9Wt9 ate started^ 



70 

Thii man, alcho* hf sMtalt dttm*< 
An unrcgentratt crt atttrt » 

Shall by the wtttoiM be «iteem*d, 
A grace to humaR aature. 

How many caitlea in the airi 

The* but imaginary, 
Inyolve their buildrta ia ^pair^ 

When they of courte aiitcarry 1 
Even I hae seen my ain anee grow, 

Crown'd with the other Morey, 
Till down it rattled on my po^» 

And crush*d me in my glory ! 

Ye vain ideal architects. 

Seek for a tare foundation ; 
And dinna risk your preciottt neeki. 

With your ain rath creation* 
Gin ye frae me wad hear advice, 

(Wha lometimet try*d the bSggm*^ 
Ne*er trust yoursel's, if ye be wise. 

On sic a fairy riggin\ 

While sitting weaving <oa ftie loom, 
While chirring ran the shittle, 

I've por*d iBto my future doom. 
And thought I saw a little. 

Thro* distant scenes, prophetic hope 
Pour'd pleasures in profinion. 
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Till something made tfaa tbSitlc Mopi 
And broke the twtet 



Ah! these are jojTK tbe wmtdiecl BMry, 

And sometiaKt dv, portAlbe of; 
Joys, which the nbenible hae. 

More wretchtd ibr th« sake oT* 
Of all the pleasures thou^ affonlft, 

In every situation, 
Nane with the humaft fraac accord! 

Sae weirs antidpadoii. 

Anticipation ! but for thioe 

Unspeakable* assistaDGe, 
The shocks of penury lan^syne, 

Had finished any exiatenee * 
Oh ! never may thywa gic faii 

To succour the distressed ; 
The more may mt thy firiendihip hail, 

The more wei as* apprdssad I 

Some think, this dreaming of our braiiM 

Is gendered by- vanity; 
And when a certfaki,btighi it gains. 

Is downnght, aaad, i&Muxit^ 
The starving Votaries of rhyme. 

Sigh after immortality; 
They pant beyond the bovnda of time* 

And scorn concise locality. 
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Now, Sir, the hale intent of thit 

Confus*d pUiloiOphising 
It, to aver, on Homer's lis*, 

I ance had thought of rising. 
I aften thought, some seasons hence. 

My sangs might cut a figure, 
Tho' youth still hindered pretence 

To wittiuess, or vigor. 

In harmony I seldom fand 

Our Scotish Bards inferior; 
Sae ween*d thro' time I might command 

An elegant exterior. 
Yet still there is a something mair 

Than superficial shining ! 
^ something far transcending lear, 

A something past defining I 

Sweet may the mournful ditty flow, 
Soft sighing thro* an arbour; 

Yet not a thought inspiring woe. 
In all its pathos harbour. 

Let feeble Bards to kittle fun. 
Curse, rage, and rhyme, and rave at; 

What signifies their fufs when done, 

* If void of nameless ftaivette f 

jDuU Sonnetteers may make a shift 
A Ballad theme to drive at; 
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Bright genius, Heaven's immediate gift. 

They never wiH amve at. 
This is a truth of ancient date, 

True wit ean oe'er be hired — 
A sterling JQavd, or mean, or great. 

Is from the womb inspired. 

I've been inform'd that ye intend, 

with laudable ambition. 
In spite o* a* your foes to Vend, 

Of rhymes a small edition. 
Your dauntless spirit I commend. 

And noble resolution. 
That dares Parnassus to ascend, 

Despising persecution. 

Like Ministers, wha think it sin 

To encroach their hearers time op, 
ril lea* a£F, and let you begin. 

As I've naething mair to rhyme on. 
Sae, fare-ye-weil, and may your rhyme 

A laurel chaplet twine you ; 
And Scotia's Sons .till latest time, 

Amang her Bardies min' you ! 
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EPITAPH. 



Heri Willie Jack80n*8 dust is laid, 
A poor, despis'd, forgotten thing ! 

Through life he passed of a' afraid** 
—Death made him ei^ual to a King. 



A HYMN. 

HBDKtMSR Gracious ! deign to smile, 

In mercy and compassion. 
On me a sinner, loathsome, vile, 

An* weak, beyond expression. 
Before thy throne in di^st I lie, 

No pow*r to raise myself have \\ 
O ! turn on me a pitying eye. 

Forgive each foul transgression ! 

My sins before thee, manifoldy 

Are still increasing daily ! 
My heart is treaeherous, and cold, 

When Satan doth assail me. 
Mine earnest cry and prayer hear. 
Some comfort whisper in mine ear; 
Then shall I walk and know no fear, 

Jhro* Death's fiend-haunted valley. 
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A gleam of Ught ttreamt thro* my miAdj 

1 fed tome conftolatSoii; 
That sinners who repent shall find, 

And taste, the great salvation. 
Yes, tho* thy holy Sp'rit I grieve. 
Almighty Father, I believe 
Messias shall my sonl retrieve 

From fature condemnation. 

Farewell, all earthly joys I adieil 

Your vanities so fleeting; 
My heart for ever wean'd from yon, 

Deems all your pleasures cheating. 
No more your vain delights f prise. 
My soul is journeying to the skies ; 
For there its better portion lies. 

Secure from Canker's eating. 



EPISTLE TO JAMES PEACOCK. 

DcAR Sir, Tve ettled this some time 

A holy theme to say in rhyme; 

But thought it might be ca'd a crime. 

Uncouth to mingle. 
Truth sae important, and sublime. 

In Scotish jingle. 
G 2 "^ 
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IVe thooghc on*t, owre ts* owre tgdii, 
Wi* lericmt itttdyy ctre, sn' paio; 
An* itiU thii fact to me setan plaSd, 

Withoot s twhiier. 
Heaven's will nae language can explain 

Mair than anitber. 

Yet how can 1, a tearless wight. 
Pretend to think i*m in the right; 
Or hope that sinners will draw light 

Frae my dark lines, 
Or heed my jargon, when they sli^t 

The best Divines? 

Til not in man to turn the heart, 
(How feeble ev'ry pions art !) 
Its blessing Heaven maun impart. 

Else all in vain. 
The brightest Preacher will exert 

His loftiest strain. 

The Gospel of onr Maker's grace. 
The refuge of our fallen race, 
Depends on neither time, or place. 

On bond or free; 
if S who ita preciovs trvtha CMbrace* 

Shall saved be. 
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So timplc it the core we need. 
That he who rmu may hrawly read; 
When grace intpiret, the weakeit head 

Can understand it; 
Without it, lear, nor College creed. 

Can come near hand it. 

How many from the pulpit preach, 
Adom*d with all the powers of speech. 
Yet give those mighty truths they teach 

The lie in part. 
An' shew they dinna truly reach. 

Their ain hard heart. 

Altho* a College-bred Divine 
In Greek philosophy may shine, 
Will e*er his elocution fine, 

A sinner gain, 
If simple truth, in phrase like mine, 

la heard in vain ? 

In every thing a medium's best; 
The Gospel-tidings may be drest 
In language, equally ezprest 

By clowns, an' fops; 
Tho' Preachers dinna us infest 

Wi* flow'ry tropesw 
G 3 
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A simple unaffected tale, 
Laid easy aff, wad seldam fsdl, 
Against the stlffest to prevail 

O' ▼irtne's faes ; 
Guid comnion-s^nse will ne'er grow stale, 

Whate'er the phrase. 

Thus some will argue, an* maintain. 
That ilka lund o* lear is vftili. 
The Sacred K^iwrns to eiplaia, 

In proper terms; 

For in a mirror o its aia, 

Grace shows its charms. 

Wi* some this reasoning is found 
To be, baith scriptural, an' sound; 
Yet I imagine, there b ground 

For ither views; 

An' fancy naebody is bound 

Their Creeds to choose. 

Shall we, because some may abuse 

Powers equal to the noblest use. 

The whole Literati accusei 

For knaves supine ? 

Or say that Science gives wrong views 

Of things divine \ 
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Aft hae 1 wi* displeature weB« 
A IcarleM preacher's lowly raieiii 
The most invidious spirit screen, 

'Gainst men o* letters; 
Yet aiming to be thought bedeen, 

Amang their betters. 

For ever they Are scoffing, giming, 
About the ornaments o' learning; 
Yet may a man, o* sma* discerning. 

Without ane shewing. 
Perceive the creaturet-sweating, yearning, 

To be thought knowing. 

Yes, learning is their detestation ; 
Tho' why, exceeds my penetration, 
I marvel how in a' the creation, 

'Gainst it they dare say, 
Whilst lying wholly by translation. 

At learning's mercy \ 

Our English Bible second hand is. 
An* tho* that the translation grand is, 
Can any fully understand this, 

Or truly speak, 
Anent the things it may command us, 

Withoutea Greek ? 
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Tbo* rude the Gallileans were, 
In lineage, manners, drcts, an' air. 
It icarcelj can be reckon'd fair, 

(How wide the ease is !) 
For moderns wi* them to compare 

In gifts an* graces. 

They spake as they were moved by 
Divine assistance from on high; 
On it they wholly did rely. 

Without delaying, 
To form a suitable reply, 

To a* gainsaying; 

With what resistless eloquence 
Did Peter make his own defence ! 
Tho* from the shades of ignorance 

But lately sprung. 
What animated elegance 

Adom'd his tongue! 

Yet in his speeches can we find 

The strength of reasoning — undesign'd— 

Xiost in the love of Heaven, his mind 

Had other views, 
Proclaiming to deprav*d mankind 

The best o* news I 
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8ic Paul, u oritor eomptetc, 
Brottght up ftt dagc GaoiMlitri ftft» 
Tho* with the purest hesvenly heat 

^ft 10111 wa» frangke, 
In language learn'cU iCrdAg, imooth an* •w«etr 

The Ooapel cangliu 

Awa* ye self important race; 

Ye may hae »eal,— yet Kttle graces— 

Tho* if a deep segadous face 

May past for k, 

Than you, to fill a Doctor*s place. 

There's nana mair fit. 

How some caa preach who searc« can spell, 
Tho* grace be great — I canna tell- 
Yet this 1*11 say, an* that's nae ill, 

O' a Lay-preacher, 
Somebody wiser than mysel'. 

Shall be my teacher. 
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THE FORSAKEN LASSIE. 

Whkm Willie fint made love to me, 
Beneath my Daddy's HoUan tree, 
O ! then my heart was light an* free, 

For naebody I cared ! 
Nae idle whims my brain possest^ 
Peace reign'd unriTaird in my breast^ 
Blythe were my days, an* sweet my rest, 

Nae dreams my slumber scared i 

. Frae earliest morn to latest eve, 

Nae inward cause had 1 to grieve, 
Sae did my wark the time deceive ! 

We aft regret what we refuse; 

Nae langer fickle Willie wooes; 

Nae mair for me a posie pu's. 
Or ca*8 me his dear lassie. 

Driven by my cauldrife scorn an' pride. 

He sought the maid o* Gowan-side, 
An* fauce reports that she's a bride, 

' • It maun be true what a' say. 

Now for my faut I justly smart, 

In love 1 was sae unezpert, 

I little thought he had my heart ! 
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BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN. 

Tun*— «• Maggie PickenT 

LsT Fame upon her loudest horn 
Resound the feats of BaBnockbum, 
An* Patriots ever hail the mom 

So dear to Caledonia ! 
Then vengeance met our Country's foes, 
An* thousands fell that never rose. 
To expiate the num'rous woes, 

Pour*d out on Caledonia. 

Then Rojal Brace, the ** King o* spears/* 
Surrounded by his warlike Peers, 
JLed to the charge our brave forebears. 

The flow*r o* Caledonia. 
Proud Edward ! on the other side. 
Brought up the Fnglish strength an* pridt^ 
Aa threaten'd wi* a bluidy tide 

To deluge Caledonia. 

What Bard in equal numbers may 
The deeds o* chivalry display. 
That rendered this triumphant day 

The first in Caledonia? 
Our Scotish heroes sought the strife. 
Or gaining fame—- or yielding life, * 
" For a* the joys o* man an* wife,** 

Were st»k*d by Caledonia. 



84 

The English Archers onward came, 

Exulting in their former fame. 

An* vow*d to quench the feeble flame 

That lighted Caledonia ! 
But Bruce sustained the dreadful shock. 
An soon the Southron legions broke. 
Syne scattered like a wreath o* smoke. 

They fled frac Caledonia! 

O ! lang may Scotishmen revere 
The sacred banes reposin.^ here ! 
An* ay their mem'ry claim a tear, 

Frae gratefu* Caledonia. 
Lang may Great Bruce*a standard-stane, 
A witness on her fields remain, 
To prove that England strove in vain. 

To conquer Caledonia ! 



EPISTLE 

TO 

ROBERT TANN4HILL. 

POLLOK^iHAWSy Feb. 1808- 

Mt peace he wi' you, TANNAsitL, 
I howp ye winna tak* it ill, 
Tho* I, (a stripliog at your will) 

This soud hae sent. 
To ane like you, whose rhyming skiU 

Sae veil is kent. 
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Mj mind k^ndaa l«t mt nmI*, 
Till 1 soud gr««t yon for your aactle; 
Sue here at last, wi* tim'rous cttle, 

I write in measure. 
An*, as Pasaassiis iiill is kittle, 

ril cliinb at leisure. 

Weil may your wortliy konor'd name. 
The just reward o* huwels claim; 
Thy merit w»U ensure thy £ime| 

To future times; 
An* Bards unborn, may wish thy flame 

To light their rhymes. 

O ! had I only half the glee^ 

The wit, the lingo, judgment free, 

Whilk is thy various sangs E see, 

Nae soariing scribble 
O* envious critic, wad gie me 

The sma-est trouble ! 

Come 1 dinna halt^ but blythely «ing 
Till bleak- Gieaifier echoes ring; 
Your fiddle sweety «tent iika string, 

AW dinna spare't ; 
Hastfr! play «|» 1^ anither spring, 

Ilao^tO;hear*t. 

H 
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$ing as ye wont o* Highland Harrj; 
Or ancient Muirland mad to many; 
Make fashionable follies bare ay 

Whare'er ye gang; 
But O! religions failings spare ay 

In ilka sang. 

The great, inimitable Bums, 

In a* his social ready turns ; 

Or when he human frailty monms. 

Bards weil may copy; 
Ettt when he at religion spurns. 

They there should stop ay. 

Tlio* Coila*s rural, aiten reed. 
Did every minstrers harp exceed. 
That ever twang'd on this side Tweed, 

Wi* raptVous string, 
Maun we for that adopt his creed. 

Whenever we sing ? 

[Opinion as the wind is free. 
What may be sterling truth to thee^ 
May seem incredible to m^. 

Of reason bare. 
Then by our own faith why should we 

Our neighbour's square ? 
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Tts most unfttliDg in th* extreme, 
The teneti of a friend to deem. 
The idle melancfaolj dream 

Of a dull brain, 
Whilst to another onrt may Mem, 

A» weak an* vain. 

Uncharitable is the man, 
Whatever hie religions plan. 
Who rigidly prerames to bann 

His neighbours' creed; 
AH hate an equal right to scan 

Whate'er they read, 

Altho* owre us the Bible may 
Possets bat little, if no sway, 
We but our narrow souls display 

To ca' them fools, 
Who conscientiously obey, 

Its holy rules. 

When on the dread approach of death, 
We bid adieu to all beneath. 
How precious is the Christian's faith 

Beyond a' pricing! 
Beliering what this rp/iMM saith-*-. 
. . He dies, rejoicing. 
H 2 
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But mark the daflcr how he minw. 
If tickneu sap hit tMidy towVt; 
Wi* maniac woe-forehediof g1oir*r», 

Wildly he flares. 
An* hit last brcMh detpairiag* pmirt. 

In hopelctt pray'rs. 

For me, with pleasure Td ftirtgo 
AU rhyming ezceilenoe, belaiWt 
The love of Heavca aright to know. 

An' brook a share, 
Blest antidote of sin and woe, 

Death an* despair !] 

Why should we dedibate our layt 
To Bacchus, an' hit ▼ol^ries'^ prtnte ? 
Maun we our future fame to nuno 

8iog> scenes of lewdness. 
An* laugh an* jeer at wiser way*, 

Aat n\oral goodness ? 

lAt ut inspired wiih nobltpr* ahn^ 
Each wild propentity recbim, 
An* every vietour Mat tamo 

Which d«ret controul, 
An* point to ▼ii«oeu» gooln of fluM 

The hunum-soul. 
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Our SeotisK Poeu a* o* bte, 

Wi* senseless yerse» our feelings grate | 

Burns they adinire, an* imitate 

His lewdest style, 
Withoat his comic-glee, or haec ^ 

To raise a smile. 

Thinkna, Sir, you 1 criticise. 

The vera thought o*t I despise, 

Theie when they tempt Parnassian skies. 

Maun sink wi' shame, 
Tho' sic as you will erer rise 

Wi* honest fame. 

Your thoughts original are drawn, 
An' ta*en frae Naf ure, at first han*, 
A customer at her leal stan*. 

Your sangs declare you, 
Sae dinna break for ought you're aw'n. 

She yet can spare you. 

Yes, Nature still devoid o* art, 
Can touch, an* captivate the heart, 
A finer pathos can impart, 

Than ^earning gi'es,' 
Can teach, or comfort, or divert 

Wi* equal eas«k- 
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Aold Scodand yet oMf fi(%r, atii' siriit^. 
An* htlf ^nrf^ 4tfe BlM-Jf V &^ 
Weil blawn hj ^ p«etlb^ tiW, 

. n^'fimmuj flee, 
Baith far an^ vrlf^i !bf iitottf a-m)le<, 

(Mrf«^ ikii' AH* sea. 

But yott may thinfev 9fri thaMfltfiiei^ 
An* plague you w)* aty ftrfaoawi ckttcr ; 
But may P tfteepit Be in tMwr, 

thne head an* ears^ 
If I your tease wrHbi 5e«pafte«r^ 

0r^t«le'|^r». 

Now to concftidb«—^ytf-lM*lMii*«r 
Wad wi* a rhyming^ ass^i^et*ftw>«9g^ 
I, tho* a mongreI-»tsiifl» ra^ery 

Wad Btt*ikf forget it. 
But owi^ tfsy dearttc iloofir fbfcvw 

Wad htgllest set it.* 

* Thb Stanxas cont^ned within tEe brac&eta^ 
were omitted in thie Epifttlfe sent to Mi^TSutfa- 
hill. They-arak homtfer^. itiserted again, at I 
am aware of no. reason, whg^ they thouM be left 
out now. Tlie following hxtratt,tftefefoi^y 
from his an8w6r^tO'th^abD«ire, can onlv be con« 
tidered at relating toe thf^Stanzat, which he re- 
ceived. 
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A HINT TO sema smrrjOtF/om 

Ye stauDch Pfofbton, tcsd'an' crouse, 
Wha never wi* ctte tteOs make trace. 
Brought ap atSour tfre L — d't ain house. 

Your right is plain. 
To send a* Parties to the Deuce, 

Except jonr aiiu 



£aul^ 5th March \ec^ 

r sllcm]^ et« now faai^ ommA 
^crreceipr off yosr very frteadly Ipnstic, and 
mttfifthrd' to rttirfn- ic iiv Mttdy buv I itott ibat 
ttttf Muse has ratfter jiltcifl me for tl» pteiKdtk 
Yon nrastB^ serisiBh^ that a person esftmo* at 
an* times- sit down to write' »Pdtm, a»a Joii» 
«r wooHl cfo ta ntftfte-a Chair; therefore-, I bvp* 
YOU TTilV accepr «# these, rOf plain*- pross a» 
&nowlec%metit8: Indfep^odenp of tke <MRpl» 
ments wifi wlneh^yoirr verses' hitaourflwv tiitey 
cercainiy peissesffa' c o a tW eiabfo simrs o£ 
ttcat merit.- 
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f w^ giracMM on finding that Mvy efibrtfi bad 
in some d'^ee'pfeased^ thegf^od felkaint yonr 
Ttywrr, and now, since ntv poeti^ndr inamit fans 
rather softsided, rcanas-cfeaHydbrntiy aodai 
mdity-acknowMgeeRtfirdMKnMyceiv as if tfaey 
ikd been wrrrten hf stay otftef pevseo, ^v >«a«t 
ftAiffk 8o.)r Yon* m«y p«rhap» hear foom mt 
ar a ferttrre period. Ibtfte mexntitne^ h«iw«« 
metb Bei ftj/trtt, 

with due respect,. 
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What ails je at weil meaning bodies,' 

Ay pooktng at their legal dud^iea ! 

— -^ • 

Wad ye hae them to tin like icuddktf 

Without a rag, 

because, forsooth ! their Savior's rood i$ 

Their sma'est brag ? 



I believe a num1>er of my readers will consid* 
er the publication of the above Extract, as a 
palpable instance of vanity in me. It may ap- 
pear so to them. I, however, should be want- 
ing in that respect for my- own character, (which 
the most illiberal of my detractors must allow, 
on a due investigation of Uiy case, to be lauda* 
ble,) were I to omit such a fair opportunity, of 
exhibiting to those who have so eminently sneerm 
ed at my presumption in giving these contempt* 
ible trifles to the world,— the approbation of 
a * Poet of Nature,* to at least one of theig 
trifles, — Few, I may say none, ever dared to 
assume the Dignity of an Author, in opposition 
to such an overwhelming tide of humiliating 
admonitions, to beware of attempting the dan- 
gerous eminence, ^o literary companion ever 
smoothed my verses. No animating voice ever 
cheered my solitary ravings, round the base of 
Parnassus— and shall I then suppress the only 
semblance of commendation I ever received; 
and that too from- a Bard whose Merit is uni- 
versally acknowledged? No^ the incense of 
praiiie is at all times grateful; but doubly sq 
.when given in proper season, and rendered by 
one duly qualified to bestow it.-- J shall no(| 
therefore* easily, forget, that there was at least 
One who did not denominate me a Dunee— and 
that one. no less than the ingenious £ard' of 
Jtenfrewthire 
Allow me to conclude this long note, wifik 
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Yea, ye iiui|^ wkltper, Mdte, «* 
An* lie in ambiuli tal«i IB fanl^, 
Syne publish thMi, bftkh Ikr mf owr. 

If this is faith, sonie dnnk ic qpttafTy 

A»*s» thtymay. 

Lay by a* spirittiai p^4e; 

Let candour yoar ne i eM ches' guide; 

Glow'r weil about on erreiy a'dCt 

Wi* pMMoe view ; 
Tell fin' the difiivefteer no «# wide 

Twist them an* you. 



a quotation from ene of my 0vm ptecw, the 

Egotism of which^ predodea it from a place in 
this Edition. 

Without some vanity aae Btfdie 
Wad be sae confident an* bardie, 
As lea* to ilka critics wordie, 

His reputation; 
^or weil kens he^ £nvy*» ne'er tardit 

At defamation. 

Then on my pew the blame be laid,, 
jf thoughtlessly the fool I've play*d, 
I court no countemMice, wm aid 
' From friend or foe;. 

Hiss'd, or applauded, undismay*d 

Mf te r w shall flow. 



5! ^-r-. .• 
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Ia tw»j Scctt tktrt't lainU o* mettlt, 
Wi* Bible knowledge not a Uttle» 
Wha can diapttte on doctrine* kittle 

Wi'wbileartj'^ 
An* after a* ne*cr eare a spittle 

For*t in the heart. 

Vttk fairly puccled, when I thinkf 
How people at their atn fanta winki 
Yet ready, as wi' pen an' ink, 

To scribble down, 
If ane frae Virttte*s Standard shrink 

In a' the town. 

Tho* ye may seem to lean on grace, 
To help yOtt to a better place, 
Your neibours are a bardie race, 

An' nerer min' 
To supplicate, in erery case, 

For aid Divine. 

If faith withottten warks be dead. 
What comes o* yoor unhallow*d creed f 
1 fear yell make but hoolie speed 

In doing well. 
If nane amang you fash bis head 

To keep himsel'r 
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Some sealo^i think, what Jesvitt uf^ 
In Tain we labor, preach an* pray, 
While unconverted heathens may 

Onr calls deride; 
A minister soad always hae 

The hkw on's side.* 

Of this some people seem persuaded. 
For they a Standard rule hae made it. 
To be by civil forces aided. 

An' penal pains. 
When any heresy invaded 

Their kirk domains. 

Thousands are o* the samen min'. 
An* wi' them in this Anom join, 
" Had nought-but influence Divine 

The gospel spread, 
It might been in a gr«ve langtyne, 

WV netUes cUd/' 



* Miller, in his Ecclesiastical History, says; 
** That the Portuguese Missionaries in the East 
Indies; found by experience, that the Hindoos 
were more easily converted to ChriAtianicy, 
when the Preacher of Salvation had a musket 
by his side." 
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Foresaw hit tanefiib Mthttioa^ 
Amang the btftttr IdnA o^Mkt 

WmI ncMr take, 
Sae taught hit fciiowtnM^Jbm, 

F«r oMulcieBce take. 

Hence, ^tttMniog-in tasrettml.tletl. 
Our CovciMMitft took the Ad*;, 
Hence we frae their wett»metnmg Mil 

May trafy date, 
Our happy, ptacefix*^ comneawt^', 

iBckarch an* ttate. 



John was a bhhb wi? paercaBg emtp 
An* few than Mmi wtce iifder ttcn. 
Yet had be teforiM«atwe gif^ft 

At timet tome way, 
Mair tacrcd wskI ki»iiiemar^.fam 

te tUtr our day. 

• M<Crfe, 111 bis Life •£ Knos, eiAillitt the 
character of tfcn ftmioinF ftefoomer in m more 
amiatrte h'ght, than it hat* hrithctto ap^^ved, 
and satrsfactoriFy refutet tbit disiagsnu^itt ac- 
couTxt gfven of htm, by Hsuott^ RobaMsm, Sac. 
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Tet we may hail fais reformation 
Source of the mind's emancipation; 
To it our iifand'f elevation 

We wholly owe. 
But it what blood, vrfaat devastation 

From meat might flow? 

- For forms nae mair let Christians gurrie. 
Or shore their neighbours' Creeds to worrie, 
Wi* mutual deeds o' kindness currie 

Each other's favor; 
An* henceforth in oUivion bury 

A' misbehaviour. 

Tho* this ane, an! the ither Sect^ 
In dijSerent ways their steps direct. 
Should each as damnable reject 

The other's Creed, 
While all essentaaUy respect 

Ae spedal HttA f 

Soon may each low distinction end 
Sp prone a Christiaii*s peace to rend; 
May Keason wi* religf on*s blend 

Her mellowing ilamei 
May Bigotry to HeU descend 

From whence it came. 
I 
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For me, I hae a haflms twitl^r^ ' 
Howe'er Sectarians ^rn at ither. 
An' wrangle on their joumejings thither 

'Bout that an' this, 
Theyli may be a* shake hands together. 

In future bliss. 

While each particular persuasion 
Excel in their ain estimation. 
Still may the cheering expectation 

Support my mind. 
That * Universal Restoration' 

A:iP'ant« mankind* 



^ May no.t one humbly entertain a hope of 
this kina, without being considered htterodox in 
his opinions ? In a matter at least of donbtfhl 
disputation, we ought certainly to incline to 
the charitable side of the question, more espe- 
cialy in one of such unutterable magnitude. 
It were better that the commonalty of Chris- 
tians should inform themselves on a subject 
(their ignorance of which u notorious) before 
they stigmatized those as heretical and. loose in 
their opinions, who are persuaded of its veraci* 
ty, on the surest, and plainest scriptural testi- 
mony. For a defence of this doctrine, sec, 
Diahgrtet on the Universal Restoration^ by £« 
'Winchester; an Author, who, for meekness of 
manner, and candor of disposition, may bear a 
comparison witht he most eminent Polemical 
)Vriter8, of the present or any former age. 
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MELANCHOL Y^-JVL ¥—1809. 

Ko more shall the green woods give pleasure tomet 
Or the flowers on the meadows so gay. 

The lowing of Cattle that grace on the lee. 
And the music of birds from the spray ! 

What drear melancholy is this that I feel, 
That quenches the fire of my soul. 

Whose breath can the fountains of pleasure congeal, 
And forbids their gay currents to roll ? 

O ! Life, tho* the fervor of youth still be mine, 
Tho* my limbs are replenish'd with health ; 

Tho* at fortune's neglect I despise to repine^ 
And scorn the low envy of wealth ; 

Yet would I for all that this vaxn world has shown 

Resign every pleasure beneath, 
And rather be in the grave, wholly unknown 

Were it not for a dottbt«— beyond death. 

O ! Religion, display thy omnipotent power, 

And bid my rude passions be still ; 
Be near to them hope in despondency's hour, 
'^ And mould them anew to thy will !* 

I 2 
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O ! thou, who It first tangfat my toul to dMpiie 

All pleasure at emptf and yaitt, 
With kindly assistance suppress all my sighSi 

My hopes when a-sinking sustain. 

Andmay'st thou, when blest dissolution draws nigb 
My soul thro* Death's dark valley dieer; 

And may I have nothing ado but to die, 
No terrors in future to fear f yf 




A HYMN. 

O! Wet should we 'be so alarmVl 
At the a[^roach of death ?• 

Can there be ought worth while in lile 
To linger for beneath ? . . . ; . 



Tho* dimly- here as thro' a glass, 

The joys of heaven I sec,- 
Death ilraws the curtain from mine (^et. 

And gives those joysito 






Then in a purer, sweeter straiui 
My praise shall learn to flow; 

Tho* callous here, my bosom there 
With holy fire sfaUl glow. 



lOl 

0\ wkk what extacy ihaU I 

Thro' fields imiBOital strmj. 
While brcatbiog fngrance, every flower 

Invites me on mj way f 

Sccnet thtt mutt ever charm the aentei 

Will rise before my tight; 
And happy thoughts, that know no end 

Shall glide in order bright* 

Mo torrid beam thall make us seek 
The cool embow'ring shade; 

Mo polar frost, with hoary brow. 
Our dwellings dare invade. 

Mo more the nthlcss rage of war 
Shall wound the peaceful ear; 

Mo more shall famine's meagre form 
Wi^ trendiling step appear. 



Mo more amid those hiisslul days. 

The tale of human woes. 
Shall fill the conscious eye with tcaiSf 

And mffie ow repose { . 



Ift 
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TO 

O ! It to be in love be bliM^ 

As man^r a Poet tingt. 
What straAft inquietmle it tlu* 

That thro* my boiom riii|;t i 

My heart with many a bitter tfarot^ 
Pours forth the secret sigh ; 

If this is bliss— why am I sol 
Ye leasing barda reply* . 

if gentle pity in thy bteart 

Can find a place to be, 
There let this love-lom ditty rmft^ 

And fondly tUftk oa OM ! 

O ! could my ravish'd toul display' 
Thy meanest virgin grace ! 

With wha^ deltgfat .woaUl I ppttray 
Thy lore-inspiring lacei. . 

Fair as the dewy face of mofft; 

Soft as the summer gale ! 
Sweet as the odour-breatlung thon. 

That bloiioow ia the Til^l 
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O ! may the beauties of thy form. 

Yield only to thy maud ! 
And shew since thou hast power to dttlw 

Thott also canst be kind I 



BONNIE LASSIE ft 

O ! WiLTu marry mey 

Bonnie lassie Ol 
O ! Wiltn marry me, 

BoQ^c la«iie O f 
O ! Willu marry qie. 
Or wiltu let me be. 
Be frank an* tell ak frtVi ' 

Bonnie lassie O f 

Vrt routh o' Ua' an' gcinr« 

Bonnie, &«. 
Some thretty mark a^yea^;-' 
An' for want ye needna feaf^ 

Bonnie, &e; 

I hae a bouse W yird^ 

Bk*onief'dc«) 

Whilk shady saufth trees f^narA^ 

Yott*U be lady of the lainl» 

Bonnie, Ike 
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Tho* whisky I «m Uith to rowie, 

A drap doet nnco weil, at times; 
(An* gin we trow what some aUoua 

Tis a* the spirit o* Scotch Rhymes.) 
But Ah ! it is a key to crimes. 

When in excessive potions u*en; 
What ra^y backs, an* hungry wymes, 

Like scarecrows dangle in its train ? 

In poetry, he has anew 

O* choicest rhyming words, at hand; 
Vet if he sey to speak, how few 

O' any kind, he can command ! 
His pen is like a magic wand. 

To gar ideas dance along; 
But a' his wit is at a stand, 

If wanted by his freezing tongue. 

Hence tho' in superficial eyes 

He insignificant appear. 
Ingenious men his friendship prize. 

An* like his rhapsodies to hear. 
For ilka frien', he has a tear; 

For ilka fae distrest, a sigh. 
Their weilfare to his heart is dear. 

When wanted, ay his help is nigh. 
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lUb kiw*d h«r wjmt an' cry'd, 

Bonnie l»me O I 
Rab kiw'd her syne an* crj*d, 

Bonnie lasrie O I 
Sae well his suit he ply'd. 
Young Jenny taftly rigli'd. 
Next week VVL be yonr Bride, 

Bonnie laddie O ! 



SIGNIFICATION OF THE TITLE 

" POET." 

A Post is a social soul, 

Wha hates to work; yet canna want : 
At immorality he'll scowl. 

But ne'er, or aeidom, turns a saunt. 
He takes great pleasure ay to chaunt. 

What Rhymers ca' the ** Sounding lyre;" 
Auld ruin*d;tumbUng towers he'll haunt, 

His melancholy Muse t' inspire. 



He's unco^oiety an' nerer sure; 

Uncertain what to do, or say : 
His face forbidding, an' demure, 

Low'rs like a. gloomy wint'ry day. 
But gie him drink, an' he turns j^ay. 

His tongue delighu them a' around; 
Forth shines hit soul wi' mercing ray. 

Sublime, capacious, an* profound I 



vi 
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His harp that rang mrre minr an* fell, 
Frae a* our ounitrflla bure the bell I 
Nae mair tball limple saagtten iwvll 

Hif notes a-bread. 
For melancholy rhymers teU 

Fei^foson's dead ! 

Mae mair on gloomy themes o* woe, 
His sweet despairing strains, shall flow, 
Nae mair wi' pleasure-yielding glow. 

The lyre he'll screed ; 
Shrill owre his grave the breexes blow! 

Ferguson's deed. 

And shall the pipe on high be hung, 
While Robin's fame remains unsung? 
No — in his Dirge join ilka tongue* 

An* hing the head, 
Till echp wail the rocks among ! 

Ferguson's dead. 

Auld Reekie, thy neglect was base, 

Renown'd in his immortal lays, 

Baith far and wide, he spread thy praise 

Ilk side the Tweed ; 
Ae single stane thou didna raise. 

To mark him. dead. 



jO0 

HU Muse jgM^ luyB^ )|ri* Ut^ Iffil^ 

^j NaitUM led; 
Hit Poe^x W^ mosfth ^ ojl, 

Tho* in a Colle|;p G]i^tBr Xfi^'^ 
On Nature's win^ JVV ^W7 P«ei"4 ^ 
But Deaitb jjbjif JiryMc ^2f9 wW^rf* 

Ere youth (g^ f^H^^tirfm^ir fl|»r'<J; 

Anld tec^t^ wives w}\en ja ior.pitf)^, 
At ither*8 d^Qf;^ |p deck ai^' l>U4v* 
Fprget your ndi|^ur> fjivtf I^M»tJj^» 

Our Scojiiip ^4, i^ofi^ 4^^b ^ tgt>r, 
• fe^pjQp> dead. 

Nae mair in J(;Q()8h j^^ l^l» 
H^T* owe yppr ,^ld jijW?H*^/-y yjejj. 
While cident t^ tl^ 8^fu^>ll^ ]yl?^e.l 

ye,4ravr ^ thread; 
Or thrifty dam a MDcldii^ Ixj^eU 

F<irgjip9<i'9 dead. 
K 
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Thee, Ferguson ! shall Scotia weep, 
While Shepherds on her fells tent sheep ! 
While genius shines wi* modest peep 

Thro* poortith's shade, 
Thee shall they in remembrance keep ! 

Ferguson's dead. 

O ! could I touch wi' equal fire, 

An' elegance, the rural lyre, 

How would my glowing soul conspire 

But Critics' feid. 
To raise thy genuine honors higher ! 

Ferguson's dead* 

Doom'd in the gloom of want to shine, 
His luckless fate forebodeth mine ; 
The clients o' the tunefu' Nine, 

A fated breed. 
Like wand'ring e'ening meteors shine, 

An' soon are dead* 

Immortal Bard ! this feeble, plain, 
^ough, hame-spun dirge, may flow in vain ^ 
Could I like thee in lofty strain. 

Ideas dead, 
A* Scotia wad resound again, 

Ferguson's dead. 



Ill 



SONNET. 

Hail to my couch slow musing melancholy ! 

Tho' still unfading be my youthful bloom* 

To me more genial is thy pious gloom. 
Than all the merry scenes of mirth and folly. 
Peace for a moment, with companions joUy^ 

May seem to dwell — for little thought is there ; 
But soon reflection with her train unholy, ~ 

Whelm* the poor debauchee in dim despair; 

For who can stand self-accusation's stare f 

O ! Heaven, let me thy better blessings shares 
And may I still with growing ardour prove^ 
That peace alone, and pure delight above, 

Can only flourish, unalloy'd with care. 
Where fear is none,— ^nd every scene is lovet 



GEORDIE'S MARRIAGE. 

O 1 Kin ye that Oeordie and Jean, 

Are cry'd in the Chapel on ither; 
And that we are a' to convene 

On Friday, to loop them together? 
The lassie b handsome an* fair. 

Has plenty o* beauty an' braw-thinga; 
The Villager Gossips declare. 

To plenish a house, she has a' things. 

K 2 
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Tho* Oeordic hM little laid by, 

To terre the im^ortilliK ddaiion, 
Nane need to gang hni^gry, or dqr* 

Cti tkif hn t Kdttt ifleimflHdB; 
His ttH^^r, ii IfmU Auld Wii»; 

Hat ir«i#M to pf eiSaie at tite tablf » 
And <Be tan i^laii iliiiige to the Uf^f 

VriM wilMiigt «lie*l lifartj^i ail' M% 

Ofhzg^tHi ]ang:kail| in* pin j 

And btrried ih«e|i4ieadft, thtfrd i» ^Mr^i 
Wi* a patfu* o* gttid mObSegiUHi 

To taut ttkf m()ttth tBat k ikimyt 
Then, Fiddler, ^^our fldilci«tfliif IMali 

An' piay us VLp SeafiaieM^mS>4$H^m mif 
This e*entn' OB dItMAg I'm Imir^ . 

Gin theBridegnxMn'sgttid^pMfaer^dttibiCeliA^. 
Sae the Fiddler he lilted an* play'd. 

An* the young anet I Wat werena idle; 
While the Auld Bodies tippled, an' pray*d 

For a bleaskt to fdUotir tHil BHdal 1 
But the Tou ng F olk deserted the fiel'. 

An* skulked imieeo £rae the Weddtn*; 
Sae some think they^l never do Weil» 

As naebody witnesa'd the Beddia* ! 
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MAGGIE'S BAIRN. 

Mr honay wee bairo, mj pretty wee bairn! 
Thy smiles wad saftea a bosom o* aim; 
For a' the care I'm now talcing o' thee. 
The stay o' mine eild my bairn will be^ 

O ! Meg, o' sic flattering prospects beware, 
How seldom for parents their children care. 
Yea, rather how aft we the contrary see, 
Sae jttst like her neighbours your bairn may be. 

The fature, from what has been, may be gues*t^ 
8he*s come o' flesh an' blood o* the best; 
O' folk renowned for honestie. 
An* like her forebears my bairn shall be. 

Fine argmnents these for a mother to use. 
Displaying a mind of contracted viewY; 
I hae as guid reason to tell ye free, 
A thief, and a limmer, your bairn may be. 

Nae guid education my baimie shall lack. 
To teach ber, with prudence, discreetly to act ; 
Genteelly accompUsh'd in every degree, 
To her parents an honor my bairn shall be. 

K 3 



> 
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aynewhen ye your strength and yoar tubttance hiewar'd, 
To rin &ef Tof h^g tlsk iiOieb^ i laird. 
Some runnagate laddie, may ravith her eie. 
So ruiii*d ybUr IHd^el, a&' yOftf kiiU ttiy lH. 



STANZA, 

ADDBD TO TllB iONO, ** BrABS Of likXc 



QHiTBfiR.^' 



Now the San in the wett 

It inereaain* our thadowt; 
An* the cuttlt a* to rcit 

Gather roun* in the meadows^ 
Sae when 4tfe is at a closc« 

We*U grow fonder o* ither, 
mi at length we repoee 

On th« teacs o* Sal^^tber ! 



ILL LUCK— Dee. mk 1809. 

tb^'t #iyvrs^ tt^kiet 6^ thfe north 

Presided mirely at my ^nlhy 

And i^nt me ^' A vengwirt* iWilii 

By fortune skelgit, 
For foul a plack ru e'er be worth 

If it can hdp it. 



Bn% naoe AM hftfMitpi tn ttmi^$ 
Sae night «MI dAy tHA ttiM in kMm, 
And tho* luM ttt«k flVf ObgflMektep 

An* i^tU a tear, "* 
1*11 honot %ei Iho* fta* vtttttpt 

Inri «Ml me dear. 

Syne ^iMIItt iMt !*%« «»iie «y pmi 
"Wi* every nenr4 I «aiMl cftcrtt 
Sma' reaioA trai I hM to ItaM 

WrwiMhllright, 
When death uitfNMi tty vNmj iMaTl 

fai^y night ! 



O ! Death, thou tttPtf tf the Great 
Amid their hauldett ihow o' state. 
In wealth, and pride 6* Wart, elate, 

llHby«liMth«e<hf^ 
im fbrcl it fangth li^om^ch f ett^ 
'^hef link ihey die i 

But to poor wretches sic as me, 
Vri*«»tfceatni^wi#hia«i^. ^ . 
Wha view with 4alm -uaaazious ei^ 

"Pfa* afipainrffd plac^ 
Thou co mci > mi * jc^ «e welcome thee 

<And xhj embrace I 
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Nae langer then weil toU, and slave, 
Frae wreck our nitfi*4 bopet to aamp; 
Toft on mbfortune't boiaierous wave^ 

And fate*t lee-thore. 
Safe liarbor*d in the pe^ffifa* grave. 

We atrive no more ! 

Come, Hope! thou never-faiHu^/ricnd! 
Thy tnterveniDg wecour ien4» 
Intpir'd by whieh may we contend 

'Gainat every Ul, 
And wid& renewed pith aacend • 

life's craggy hUl, 



LINES 

OK RSADfN0 AH AGCOUNT OF THK LABORS 
OF Mr CARSVf AND HIS BrRTBI^Ki 
THE BaFTIST MtSSfONARIBS IS THB 

East Imdibs. 

» • . > ' ■ • 

BBMirACTORs of mankind! « '''^ 

Tutors of the cavage mind !' ' - (- 

Hail, ye holy adi^ct band. 
Pilgrims in a ttrangerland! 
Far from home, and hindred far. 
May the bright and Moniing Star, 
With a pure and cheering ray, 
Still illume your lonely way. 



Till your InitttMttr ihtMi, 
To HinMttttS ftytlklll Mi 

Now the era td6g ftretokl« 
By prophetic hardi of old, 
With a radianee b^ ffj^h^i 
G*Mi 0a tft' ttmM'« ll|hi f 
Times of superstition p»t 
Glide into cMhriOBr f At; 
Temples JMTliB^ to tfit groi n d i ^ 
Templifl oter the tteni fMO«rK*tf| 
Where for cifiitvrles iMkikiMi 
Deitiei of mmd Mid S^Mitf^ 
From a Miiitebcrid&eil tnUr 
Trembling adoralieii df'eH*. 

Who but iiHth del igh ted s^i 
While eadi Aadc Of eitor lies, 
Sees, the^faa of t^a^tMiouhmm 
Come, the Eastahi workl to Weil) 
While in rich ctfksioil •prinBi 
Health and iHgcnr from Ins 
TiU MukmmtJtA aad Jtftr 
Render loveM-wherc love m 
Till each cruel Pagan rite. 
From their Greeds exploded quite, 
Leave the long-neglected race. 
Sharers of immortal grace,— 
Never may your labors ful^ 
Till the earth Messiah hail, 
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And tht UmTerie around 
Catch tht joy-diffttfing loimd ! 



A SOJSTG. 

LOVB NOT THB BFFBCT OF BBAUTY. 

Whene'er I meet a sonaie queen, 
Wi* rofie cheeks, an* wTtchin' een^ 
Gawn lightly- owre the dewte greeui 

Wi' fond delight I view 'er. 
While present, tho* she fill my mind 
Wi* pleasure, hauf to love inclin'd, 
Nae dear idea left behind, 

When absent draws me to 'er. 
Yet Nannie mistress o* my heart, 
Less lovely, an* as free frae art, 
Tho* distant can her charms exert, 

Metbinks I ever see 'er. 
But if I dare to snatch a kiss, 
(The pimiade o* earthly bliss !) 
Nae language can be found for thtsy 
Vm BO* mysel* when wi' *er i 
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A SONG. 

LOVE TRIUMPHAM T OVSR IHTBREST. 

DvAKKST Henie ! sweetest Henie I 
Grown sae high I scarcely ken 'ee. 

Let my sighs thy pity moTC; 
Tho' thy legacy draw to thee 
Fortune-hunting fops, to woo thee, 

Can their glitter shake thy love } 

Ever sin* I left thee, Jamie* 
little happiness it gae me. 

Merchants only woo for coin, 
Never shall they sweep my Coffer, 
Hence each interested offer, 

I, wi' a* I hae, am thi^e ! 



SAUNDERS AND JOHN. 

When Aiten'^ooh begin to disappear; 
An* Farmers gather in their pickle bear. 
When Winter takes possession o* the plai^, 
' Wi' a* his gustte, sleetie storms again. 
When Clachan neibours frae the loan retire. 
An* heat iheir shins, in circles roun* the firej 
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Ae gloamin*, twt. aidd troide, tried friends, 
Wha had been grk ^h^^Uhf r un* their teem^ 
Began a conTersation, stiff an* lang. 
How ilka thing wat taz'd— an* a' was wrt^; 
John coodna thole to be sae sair opprett. 
While Saunders ay thought a' things for lAnthmt' 

sAVNnaas. 
Guid e'ening John, I'm hlythe to sre yon there, 
This night is diarp; draw in that amckle chair; 
Tho* coals, like irher things, get daily falgh'r, 
I always wish to see a hearty iu'e. 

;OHN. 

An* sae do I, but reaUy now*»-days. 
Folk are sae bristen, wt' their meat an^ clalsf , 
A Tradesnian*s finances- wiH scarcely thole, 
To make a purchase o' a cart 0^ cod. 
But tippence-worths hi« fittle grate snp{4ief, 
An* double price he every n ip perren hay%i 
For our Coal-mongers, Sandie, never fail 
At cent per cent, their fuel to retail; 
Nae wonder they on siccan profits thrivvi 
Whilst we half staring for existence strive, 
If e*er *twiU be, Vm sure it is near hand 
The totsA ruin o' our native land. 

SAVMDCaS* 

Wha evaer thought we stecaa times aoud aeei 
Wha ever thought we siccan wani^ coud dree I . 
Tho* some think Providence is too tearere^ 
¥et in our misery mercy will appear; 
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HowSi«pcffe«ptiUe wM«ttrdbe4y| - 
By rtgnlar itept we aloited dowm the i>r«€« 
If from th« wmmk o* giiiid timm w« liad 
Been pl)iiig*d into the deepeit gulph 6' bid, 
A sboek M> unpremeditated, rnde. 
Tine meekest suflTrer never luui. withstood. . 
Vet now, tho* we beneath afflictions pine, 
How sloWf an* gradual, has been our decline? 
By usagcr to the hardest toils inur*d. 
The evil, in iis progress, has been eur^ 
Hence in the J4p of stem misfortune nurst. 
We calmly bear, what broke our hearts at first. 
I aften thooght, ad* hae as aften said, 
liowe'er despisers may the troth upbraid. 
There is a Being o' a* power potsest. 
Who o<verroIes even ruin for the besr. 

JOBV. 

Our Oonotry eertainly is on the foa4 
To «iin scraigl^, -below a lisavfo' load| 
A load 1 |o tell in pebbles the amount. 
Wad take a liis, a laag, lang life to eount ( 
Bnormoss Smm I a debt so vast an' large. 
The gold o' Ophir wadoa Kauf dkokargei 
We'll ne*fr be b*f^y tiU they make a law 
To bum the Books, the Creditors an' a*. 
The G> ■ I 't owretum or new*model. 
Then things will hae some ehaaee o* doing well. 

sAeiiDias. 
Some stUl against the Gov . t will storm 
An* raise a hue an* cry, about reform; 
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Yet tho' the Ministry were new arrtng'd, 
Ere lang we wad be daft to hae them chang'd. 
While ilka traitor undersells his brither, 
Ae Nobleman is just as guid*s anither; 
While Gentles rowe in luxury, an* crimes. 
We'll ne'er see better, ne'er see happier times. 

JOHN. 

1 ferly, Saunders, ye are sae resign'd, 
I aften envy you your peace o* mind; 
Wi' the mild virtue o* a Christian Sage, 
Ye can owrelook the mis'ries o* the age; 
But I'm sae fash'd when on my woes I think. 
My little stock o* patience is extinct. 
Ther^ just fast season, mony a prjccious night 
I lost my wark, for lack o* oil to light. 
So when some callans met on Ooley's brae 
To sport themsels, upon a Winter day— 
A ba* they fashion frae some snawie wreath. 
Which frae the summit seeks the glen beneath. 
Redoubled swiftness in the course it gains; 
In sixe increasing till it reach the plains. 
Where furious, wild, against some rock it flies. 
An' strew'd around the " hoary catnage" lies ! 
Thus indigence a snaw-ba* may compare, 
The farther on it rowes, it gathers mair; 
Till at the bottom o' destruction's brae, 
Our ruin'd credit gi'es for ever way. 
Hence wi* my state I am sae discontent, 
I wiyh reform in Court, an' Parliament; 
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Aod hence I growl, to be m misery plac*dy 
WhSlt kings an* lords haemair thanthey can watte. 

SAUMOEES. 

John, ydu an' T, for a' the time we hae 
On earth to toil, may ony Court obey. 
Howe*er the factions o' the great contend, 
Howe'er on war the public money spend, 
Howe*er the National grievances increase, 
O ! may the remnant o* my days see peace 1 
Kings may be yiUains— may be not— «for mc, 
ril ay be subject to the powers which be. 
Tho* in this life our portion may be hard, 
If we are Pilgrims, hasting Zion-watd, 
One truth is sure, however understood, 
All things shall work together for our good. 

JOHNNIE. 

Perhaps my ignorance o* certain things. 
Makes me incapable to speak o* kings; 
Yet there ar^e. facts I humbly think 1 ken. 
An* see, an* hear, an* feel like ither men. 
Wha i«t that gars us triple value pay, 
For ilka article o* life we hae ? 
Wha ist that dresses me and mine in rags, 
Ca*s me a swine, an* owre my ruin brags f 
Can I not name the sacrilegious set^ 
Has plang*d this Nation, an* us a' in debt I 
If I'm not able a* I ask to clear. 
Without pretentions to be thought a Seer, 
As weil's a Dominie, or Parish priest, 
1 am an idiot, yea, a vera beast 

JL 2 
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Our kiaft are morula Jofan, like you oa' l, 
like us they bom are, an* tike im they die. 
I An* if the Scriptures vre for sterlili|^ take, 
KiDj^ for their actions an accouM matm ttiks. 
Then certes, if oor kings o«r equaW be. 
How can they tive frae bum ilk frailties frtet 
Yet are thy all by Providence appointed. 
Their noblest title is ' the Lord'k Afiointed$' 
Hence he who wills them A-ae domiftioa diina* 
In open arms, I fear, opposes Heaten. 

JOBNNlt. 

If kings like men are jud^d by their deeds, . 
Frae Satian rather Royalty proceeds } 
At least their traffickiiq^ in bvman, blood. 
Proves they are sprung o* some infernal brood. 

sjkVNBaas. ■ 
Johnnie, beware, an* think before.ye speak. 
Your voice too strong is, for an arm so weak; 
Besides, plain Reason tells us itiswiODg^ 
Against thy Ruler, to iifdtt%e tkj toagiie; 
Were we acquaint wl* a? the OQtS| m^. im^ 
O' ilka squabble, era a war begpa^ 
I am persuaded we wad eoOie to ee% 
Kings were oblig*4, at rimes >y d i sag f es; 
To save religious liberty, an* cttil^ 
War ay has been a necessaey evil. 
An* eiEen tho' government upon our badni, 
Vnmerciful^ heap op ta« on tarn, 
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WeVe unco little reason to complain^ 
Compared wi* France; tn* Germany, an* Spain; 
Where ilka hope, an* a* in life maist deftr, 
By war it mangled; every icher year \ 
111 we may be, but trifling are oar cares. 
An* light oar grievances, when weigh*dwi' theirs; 
Then let us learn submiision to our fate. 
An' thankfu' be, our mercies are sae great. 

JOBMMIB. 

Tho' in a moral an* religious view, 
I ne'er coud reason or dispute like you, 
Yet I coud mention mony a sage Divine, 
Whose thoughts on politics, agree wi* mine. 
Who eoud on Sctipt^iral precedents defend, 
The people's right, their shatter 'd rights to mend; 
Bat for the time I only shall produce, 
The dread o* tyranny, ** A Hind let loose;" 
A Piece which winna want its share o' fame. 
While Coveiumters brag o' Sheildt*s name. 

■ SADMDEaS- 

i When such as SheUds the holy Text expound, 
Mae marvel error generally abound. 
Alas ! how ill his rendering accords. 
With that mild lowly spirit o* our Lord's; 
Who when his countrymen, th' admiring Jews, 
Impeird by earthly an* ambitious views, 
Without a wish, or effort o' his own, 
Desir'd to place him on his father s throne, 
Rejected all their hopes, their ardor spum'd. 
While with divwet zeal his bosom bonCd; 

h 3 
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Mrttk then, at «h«» ai FiUu's barr he ttoodk, 
Koc to btf crimM bot our ptMOiiial goo4« 
Hjs bMventy niiMm <b«ii« to att iinfi|tt*dv 
An' prov'dto " lwi8*w»w»o^a^thrt^n»rW ?' 

'yUetk l«t iw» Mw, bit o M ii ati uMtiii% 
Kor taa ftt KiBgt, w MkMMtw •' tWe 
What if tb« Savipwr oC ike world di«4att*dy 
To wear a Crown sae poiwilarly ipua'd ! * 
U our Rcdeei»ar cbeerf uHy fwlfitt'd, 
In civil ma»€rH what ilia cowrtfjr ¥fitt'4; 
An' wara^ al* b» fc)U«wtr» elijm*a 
To litt in Wy«> an' paa«a» wtib liwMai»-kM; 
An' bada bW Sai»t4 iaaftara itk ^rary Fr«7*>» 
Tbe tafeiy a* tbe Und* in wbicK tba^ wtra; 
Shall wc la» wbaaa bia pf aatoaa bloo4 waa tbiA, 
Exult t^aaeconfiinon rear ktbaad) t 

How paaccabk wa ratbar onf^ to ba* 

How toncb mora to^ Whan tcii o«r oMidf ara fraa^ 

To earthly »ouU may earthly things be gurcn, 
or nay my heart be with any lot in haavan! 
Religion! uMtrca af drary bape rabfiine^. 
Come, elevate oa owre the tfaiaiga o* liflie» 
Sttpp«Kt pa' ebaet ua tbto' tbe tiMMaL ittife, 
A»A bindly wafi uf ta a baatar lifift 
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EPISTLE 

By a MhiuteTf lately deceased^ to ImR^^ 
laiiom in ScotiatuL 

(In the maimer of Mrt Rome,) 

Fkom pure aAbcvilal fim^aat Ww^ . 
PaTcmented with ittoioitai floirert^ 
Where SainCt and M^ Aogdi^ power* 

DvngRied flCray j 
Or travene fat etfierial tourt 

The MiDde-way: 

To 70a your late dear Offirpring iettdt. 
Still mindful of his former fHeadi ; 
Tho* Death ^e Bear rehttoit endt 

Of tonaiidtirtfy 
tritndtk^ befood the grare extendt 

With purer ^rt t 

Mo language iti tito bavada of limr. 
Is MK ezprettive, or eublimey 
To celehratc in prote, or rhyme. 

With jmtiee due. 
The bliM of this deNghcfii*'<lMne, 

Bliss ever new ! 
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Sbon as my spirit wingM iu way, 

To regions of eternal day, 

Aad left my shadow-wasted clay, 

cold on the bed, 
I heard you round it sighing say, 

He*s gone ! he*s dead ! 

T saw my Saviour, face to face, 
His glory fills the heavenly place; 
Compassion on our fallen race 

He breathes around, 
' O I who can sing his matchless grace. 

Divine! profound! 

He beam*d Deific influence sweet; 
I fell adoring at his feet. 
While thus benign he did me greet. 

In strains of love, 

* Welcome, good servant, to thy seat, 

And-throne above! 

* Now all thy toils and troubles past^ 
No longer shalt thou weep and fast; 
The full remembrance what thou wast 

Shall raise on high, « 
And make them .rapturous as they last, 

Sach heavenly joyt 
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* Thott nobly didit mj ctvMr stekUa; 
In front of foUy, liA* and pata^ 
Thy pray*r8 of faith wart *ot in vaia* 

I heanl thy voice ; 
With nw for &¥tr thou ibalt ecigts 

And still rajcnce. 

< When death, and ai&» aad aU its core, 
Are sunk in hell*i ohlivioua roar, 
Thou on eternity shall soar^ 

Thro* fieldi of light; 
And still find ttiMtar to adore 

lodnite B&ight !* 

He cea8*d; aikd thro' my kindfio^ frattt 
He breath'd a nev«r*dying flai&ei 
I join'd the rapturous ucckdin 

Of l^lory giren. 
To him who holds the second Maflie» 

And limt in heaven. 

« 

Unceasing prause, dear Laah*! bo ihint} 
All power and Majesty diviae ; 
In thee let each perfeetioit- sfaiac 

Of the Oodi-head, 
Who eqfsA tm the grand design. 

Wrought oar remead. 
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01 love inedible ! porel vttt! 
New after eighteen ages past I 
Nor shall eternity ezhaott 

The glorious theme; 
Which as the throne of Heaven sfaaH last 

0*er song supreme. 

Hark! how th* etherial mansions ring) 
Whilst glorified Immortals sing, 
Hosaonahs to their matchless King, 

In anthems sweet. 
Or wrapt in love, their Cor*nets fling 

Prone at his feet. 

The Lamb is worthy who was slain* 
All praise, all honor, to obtain { 
Ye ransom'd saints confess his reign, 

With beodcd knee. 
Be this the chorus of each strain, 

" He dy»d for me !" 

O ! love, infinite as the deed. 
For rebel Adam's ruin'd seed, * 
See on the Cross Emmamiel bleed, 

Tremendous sight ! 
Who can explore its length, and bread', 

Itf depth, and height t 
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My Parenu ! Brethren ! rite and flet, 
Seek shelter from the wrath fiB 60, 
Sutpeiided 00 the accvncd tree. 

The Saviour yiew. 
His blood u a resistless plea. 

For such as jou« 

This is the hour; Salvatioii may 
Be tender*d you 00 future day; 
Behold the everlasting way, 

Prepar'd by God, 
Thro* faith His gracious calls obey. 

And take the road. 

If it were possible our joy 

One sorrowing moment could annoy. 

Our thoughts of you, might it destroy 

And chequer here. 
But happiness without alloy 

Can thole nae fear. 

Unblighted verdure clothes the vales. 
Praise warbles o'er the. bills and dales; 
Nae youngster breathing am'rous tales. 

In shady bowV, 
Attaints the odoriferous gales. 

With sighs impure. 
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How popr are tkey who pnt tbeir tton 
In sordid k>agt of yellow dost, 
ComparM wit|i tke eflictcd jiut. 

Whose treasures lie, 
Far frae the tooth of modi or met. 

Beyond the sky ! 

O I listen, to the joyful sound. 

And seek while mercy may be found; - 

May He, the King of Glory crown'd. 

Your prayers hear. 
Pour water on the thirsty ground. 

And make it bear, 

O ! taste and see that He is good. 
His body b the Christian's food; 
Their driuk his sinnep-cleansing bk»od. 

Pure from his heurt. 
Which follow'd in a crimson flood 

The Roman dart. 

Connexions! once on earth held dear, 
Still thought on with affection here. 
The lasting joys in mem*ry bear, 

Laud up in store. 
For all who full of holy fear 

The Lamb adore. 
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Ah i wh^ it liiCf a day, an lioi;^ ? 
A fickk, blooming, fadia^^ ^^Qti 
For ever in the ^anker'^ power. 

To nip, deslroy; 
A brief compound pf sweet and sour. 

Of grief and joy. 

And who can truly picture death 

But they who've trode its dreary path ? 

A viewless, gloomy, dism^ straitb. 

Wild, unexplor'd; 
£ven by the veriest wretch beneath 

Bhunn'd, and abhorrM. 

My parents ! lay these things to heart. 
And chuse in time the * Setter Part^ 
The one thing needfol, be alert 

Thro* faith to win; 
This, this alone, can wrath avert. 

And save from sin. 

When death your last yet stingless foe 
Ends all your sighing, toil, and woe. 
If I permitted ^m to go, 

ni hover nij:h. 
And guide you from disease below 

To bliss on high. 
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Hnven grant, my Parents, that yon may 
These counsels mind, in this yoor day, 
Bre the Mcsnah shape his way 

Thro* Sion* gates, 
His fiery Tengeance to dispUy 

On reprobates ! 

When he his mighty Toice shall rear^ 
80 loud that all the dead shall hear. 
And by his own SxiHence swear. 

That Time is gone, 
^oW shall th* ungodly race appear. 

Before his throne i 
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IMAOB of him who snffer*d here below f 
)hlild yet serene ;. and active without show. 
No pencil can thy mental features paint; 
In every word and action, glow'd the saint: 
Be all thy worth to this short yerae confin'4| 
f* Htr$ Iki m num ocfording to God^s nUtuL** 
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SANDIE, JAMIE AN" MIRRElf. 

Kow cauld December held iu momUy twsy; 
Lang was the dreary night, an* brief the sullen day;. 
The murkie Sun scarce waded thro' the mist 
Till he was doukin, ere the traveller wist; 
The oory birds sat on the naked tree; 
Mae mair the kye ran startlin* owre the ]«■« 
Kae mair the gowdspink an* the mavis sang, 
Mae mair the woods wi' rural music rang; 
In ilka glen the Cotter's voice was mute, 
On ilka lull the Shepherd's mournfu* flute, . 
Uo pitying tempests howl owre a* the plains. 
An* Winter, like a stern usurper, reigns. 
In sic a season, when the frost was Strang, 
An* shiv*riog bddies owre the ingle hang. 
Upon a Sabbath night conven*d some douce 
An* throuther neibours, in a cronie*s bouse ; 
Some fun they had, an* muckle clishmaclaver, 
'Bout this an* that ane's guid an' ill behavior, 
Whilk ended syne, in a fierce disputation, 
** If Baptism were essential to Salvation." 
Perhaps it may some entertainment gie. 
To lairds an' ladies o' the first degree, 
To hear the arguments which sacred bind 
To duty's stake, tite ruder Christian mind. 

SAKDIB. 

'Twoud be as wise like, gin ye thought it a*. 
To drap this clashing, idle, senseless jaw, 

M 2 
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Att* ch«ie tone tcrious subject to ditcoM, 
Fntgilt wT imtrnction tvilable to at. 
I ken M Ihilc feck u ony here, 
Amm tke doctriaet o* a Chritc laa'* fear; 
BM'wIiat I hae I thaU deliver free, 
A fireade lectufe it tKe beit ftr me. 
We winoa fbr ^ranmaiic beantie* toil. 
Or deck oar notioBs m a forci^ xyle; 
Nor even pt gwiiic a knotty Text h> redd, 
Ai wcil a* mjoistert, to preachiug brcdT* 
Vet our remarks may come as near t&e sense, 
As a* their Ikmrithini^ fine eloquence. 
Tac thro* the lioaom o' the fovlest weed 
Which i^rows luxuriant, in the boggie mead. 
The eident bee wi* subtle probe ransacks, 
An' frac fts poison sweetest juice exrracks. 
The fairest flower tliat beautifies the field, 
M^y little o* this precioos balsam yrdd; 
Which shews, if fancy our opinions sway, 
In error's path well ay be apt to stray. 
Hence, tbo'dark igiiorance our minds obscure^ 
Truth m oat 4iaAo^ne^ may lurk mair pure. 
Than in the finest plagiarian speech, 
A Minister can write, an* re^re*preach. 

JAMIE, 

Tho' I the kirk ilk Sabbath-day attend, 
An' nKftiy an hour in readiifg* Sermona spend; 
Anent Religion, still I mattfl confess, 
Thefe'# no ae thifl|: T am inform'd on l«sft; 
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Yet if ye with -tome Utde point to tcu, 

a 

To. help you on, 1*11 do the hett I cm. 
Aa' may that Being who Creation rulesi 
In whose esteem Philosophers are fools, 
Whofrae thewise,an' great.thote things conceals. 
He to the meanest graciously reveals. 
Guide oar researches wi' celestial light, 
An* gie us language, an* ideas right ! 

SAMOZI. 

Then for a Subject we may this propone. 
Can Baptism be sufficient to atone. 
An' save a sinner firae eternal skaith, 
Tho* unaccompanied wi* works, or faith, 
Without believing that the Saviour died. 
An* a* the claims o* justice satisfied; 
Without those deeds which marka heav'nly mind, 
Which only we in real professors find f 

I ken fu' weil, it has been aften s^d, 
I little reverence for Religion paid; 
Some thought it heath*nish, fearfu' like, an* wild, 
O' me to keep frae kirsteiiing my child ; 
While ithers said, my conduct spraiig frae ptide, 
To raise a clatter thro* the kintry side. 

MiaasN. 
Tve heard o*t sometimes, an* I*m free to say, 
I thought it strange mysel this mony a-day; 
Let's hear your reasons for*t whate'er they be. 

For, Ssmdie^ some fock think you*ve nane to gi 

M 3 
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Oat wi' elietfi ^utdt^-iome fily ye«fi tim^e, 
Aanist m iMg M t ci« riffatff mb*, ^ 
lam Suthet w ooJ-'tyettr i^^lwr ktm Utt w«», 
He was • fartlP|f hftfiMMiailim «h#a>^ 

An' to thift iii«*d dsf « 994r tM» M Ibe ]kahi* 



To get theft ]i»fi«i'^^*t«rf»» cryidg tltaaie; 
They lW*d, tfi* dy'd, withoat « CIrrwtiui feame. 
I mind it brawly, else I edifdaa tell, 
How Sotk ca*d ihem MWisbeft Inpt o' Heft. 

'Tis very Itke, Ur eMMVienlSoM Wfly« 
Were o nfl conKnon <tieii, flt BOW'it*d«y»-. 

Folk durttna then their wicked 4tt4f arow, 
Ao'liveio peace, vt tfaeyYe pennitted tMir. 

jAMta. 
I^et us, I pray you, a' the reasons hear. 
That gavt yoi» frae fM» coihinofi ttAe keep clear. 

SANMC 

Few are ifie reasons, whicb determiA'd Me, 
In this respect s* sin^ar to%ei-«> 
Hurt, when I ]«oked roun' tfn etery side. 
An simpfy to A the BiUe'for «y guid^*, 
I was compeU'd, wi' wo«der to exclaim; 
A* are not Christians^ who-asstniltf the iiabB#,' 
An* 'tis a feet, the greater p»rt behATe 
AH Bftptism were DmnipoeeiMf' r» tme, 
HhflR Vtt to aiMwef in the sNMd p l< « l ^ 
Will a* my notions on thh head embrace; 
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1 ne'er tlMvgiit in* is an n^graeknif fCatt, 
That If, t9 ft ftppesrauM^e, repFontey . 
"Wad ony Mviog beneitf obuin. 
By iu • fa e t f fttt t g, tp himtelf, or weans 
Still I oppose tfce nealot, who pref ettdi 
My bairn'* weil^betn^ on thirrite 4epefl4a| 
Or cbflt iM health would better be, or wortt ^ 
Thio* my departure frae the OoBMnon-Oonrit: 
I Ice my child, I wish its fat uae weil. 
An* ai sincere^ its aAiccioBs feel, 
As the auiac puitoiiial o' the foniial raee^ 
Wi' naefhiai^ holy roon* them,— -hvt the face. 
By what they da^ we ken what they betiere. 
They jott themseltea an* no* the wari* dcceiTes 
For why / their warks to a* beholders prove. 
They nor the Bibl^ nor its doctrine, lot e« 

MiaaiM« 
Ben* Ora^elese diere, aa comical a fellow. 
As in a Ciachan town ye*ii maist hoar teU o% 
Ilk ither week, he takes an a* ni|(ht ramble ; 
An' aa they tell me, baicb can whore an famble . 
Etco in ft Change-'bonM', little doea he thisk 
Upon a Sabbath-day, to fight, ao' dttnk; 
An* yet for a* his hooniag, an* stramasl^aif 
He minds religion— strives xp keep down clashes^ 
There's no * Christian rovn* takes better paint 
To gang in gutd time, an* baptise hia wcana; 
** Tho* I'm a blackguard neer-do>weil," say* he, 
^ My tate( baicaiaa, frae my faau ava f rao} 
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An* tho* I should mysel, incur damnation, 
ni do my utmost, for my child's salvation.** 

JAMIE. 

Gray superstition a* the land hoodwinks, 
An* every Christian like his grannie thinks; 
Or if he offer to direct himsel, 
He*s ca*d an Alfaeist— an' consigned to hell; 
He is a Christian—- yet he never speirs 
Ae single reason, why this name he wears; 
He's just the same thing b' his sapient mither, 
An* that's eneugh to silence ilka swither. 
Yet, if a neighbour dare to gang astra^, 
(By conscience guided) frae the 'Guid auld way,* 
To search the Scriptures, an* wi* meekness know. 
If thae traditions are, or are not so, 
Hc*ll be the first to gie his fame a chase. 
An* swear his spurnin* at the means o* grace ; 
Because forsooth ! he is indin'd to question 
The evidence this ordinance may rest on. 

SAMDXE. 

Lang hae I thought our Clergic had a han' 
In bpreadittg superstition owre the Ian* ; 
At least 'tis plain, they never fully mean 
To tak* the mist frae aff" their hearer's een« 

JAMIft. 

Tho* I*m nae critid in religious thtogt. 
It seems to me as we were led by strings; 
The Priest he gulides us — ^onward right or wran^, 
Thro* truth an* error, careUstly we gsng; ' 
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WV h-^ thtj foad us— COM tw on tri* 

For consoMoe nkt^ wi* let onrMb be MvtO} 

He drawt hi* stipend— llv«i buth isvg oo' ^ 



An* where w^ lair at leet^ ne'er car^s a praen. 

^ sAiinxt^ " 

Tho* I believe tonie maj bae priTate Tiewty 
I dinna like the gviltle«» to aecMe; 
For some there are, wha wi* the purest flame^ 
Wad fain the Ticious frae their ways reclanm. 
But why on Priests sae bitterly refleet I 
We wi* the Bible can their ainw detect; 
An* while we hae tfaac Doc'ments in our hand. 
We to ourseKs maun either fall, or .stand. 
Yet still a deubt my nevtral bosom swaya. 
An* Reason sifts, what Revelation says, 

jAMia. 
Almighty power maun renovate tlie will, 
Else we may grope, an' be in error still: 
This question soud a' idle reas'ning end. 
Can finite e*er Infinite comprehend ? 

SANOia. 

In a' toy wand'rings only this T find, 
A Christian ought to bear a humble aMnd» > 
What Heaven enjoins a' Hations to befieve, 
Wi* joyfu* heart implicitly receive; 

JAUtlt, 

The^ let tts, Sandie, Scepticism foregov 
Trow what is hid, an' practise what we know; 
Presumptuous is if, tor a worm bke man, 
His dread Creatox*s deep designs to scan; 
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How Uett the humble are, O ! who may paint 
The secret pleatnret o* a geauine taint ! 
Let us like him each rebel thought resign, 
An* trace a* pleasure to its source Divine. 

8ANDIE. 

Yet still I waver, tho I brawly ken 
A Christian is the happiest o* men; 
Wi* modest hope he passes on, elate. 
Thro* a' the various trials o' this state; 
Whatever he needs wx* humble faith he aslu, 
Nor counts his duties as Egyptian tasks; 
Whate*er to man, whate*er to Heaven, he owes, 
Frae purest love spontaneously flows; 
Lang hae I wish'd sic comfort to attain, 
Yet a' my wishes, a* my sighs are vain ! 

ifiaatN. 
Do what ye tan, let Heaven mak* up the lave, 
What's out your power l*m sure it winna crave. 

SANOIt. 

Sae Soston tells us, in his Saur-fold State^ 
An' he was famous in a learn*d debate — 
Kne comfort this ! in making peace wi* G-^ 
*Tis but discreet to meet his S — half-road—- 
An* syne he tells us, whom He wills He^ll save. 
An* lets the rest impiety deprave. 
O ! wad some casuist this doctrine clear, 
An* make the whole (wi* reverence) just appear, 
Peaceyet might beam athwartmy dark'ningmind, 
An* a* my doubts some explication find ! 
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JAlflK. 

Tbo* dark hit doings are, we rarely mutt 
Own, that the Judge o* a' the earth is just f 

MIKRBN. 

An' sith ye canna Providence unriddle, 
Do y/intend wi* naething guid to meddle f 
Ts a* the warl' in the wrang but you i 
Is that a phantom a* as real pursue ? 
Some gie themsels an unco share o' wark. 
To gain nrw light, yet ay are in the dark. 

SANSII. 

Till time, an* study, a* my doubts explode, 
I am content to be despis'd as odd; 
Let haverel wives my character defame, 
An* at my want o' principle exclaim; 
Till in a better rout their conduct steer. 
Gin they are sav*df-— I hae nae cause to fear, 

MIKRKH. 

Were my gnidman o* principle as void, 
I wadna wi* him hauf a^year abide; 
Ere lang, the callans playing on the street, 
May gar your bairnies wi* vexation g^eet, 
By casting up whenever they disagree. 
The want q* what your duty ought to gie; 
Hence, your neglect to fin* the things a name 
May be the cause o* meikle din, an* shame; ' 
Forbye the fixing on your race a stain, ' 
That may be min*t when ye are dead an' gane; 
Take my advice-<-conform like ithe:r folk} 
Peyoutly walk-— 'Religion dinna mock— • 
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JLire Gke your nobGor^^wi* the mob ay gan;. 
It canna be tae aaoay foek are wiang. 

tAMDlK. 

rn take my pleasure in my ain affairs^ 
An* let my nciboun do the aame in theirt; 
For I bae learnt (an* time ihaU prove how -well) 
In ercry thing, to satisfy myself— 
Sae let them clatter, till their spleen is qpeat, 
He*s hot a coof wad siccan talca resent; 
I am resolv*d to walk, as reason squares. 
An* lea* sic critics, to their lies— an* pray'rs. 

Miaaan. 
That's ay the way wi* self-conceited fooU, 
They spurn advisement,— an* can thole oae rules; 
Do as ye please— make Browniet o* your weans, 
Wha counsds you, geto little for their paiM. 

sanDia. 
That as I will— whatever auld-wives say. 
Their curse, or blessing, winaa vae dismafiv- 
1 hae a conscience, an' its checfca, I fear»i-* 
Ye, like the lave are anxious to appaar^^ 
1, bigotry in ony shape despiae. 
In lip-4evotion your religion lies-— 
Ye, rather than frae eommon forms dififept, 
Wad turn Mahometan, an* live content. 
Provided a* your neibours did the aaioe, 
An* little wad ye nifFer, but the name; 
For as to morals, principles, an* grace, 
Nae change in thae wad fash you taking pla?'- 
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MllRtN. 

Wia QT^n be calm sic blasphemy to bear,- 
The vera soand o*t gars me shake wi* fear; 
Weil wad I like to see jou change your mivd. 
But sin' ye scorn a* exhortation kind. 
Some thing will chance you in a fearfu* way. 
An' that ere lang, wha lives to see the day. 

SAMDIt. 

Vain are your counsels, your predictions yain. 
The fancies o' a superstitious brain—- 

Miiiiir. 
Stop, stop ye Infidel, 111 hear nae mair. 
The voice o* ages bids me this declare; 
If any unbaptised person die, 
Man^ wife, or wean, they to perditiQn hie; 
An* as a token nought but baptism saves, 
Mang regular Christians never hae their graves; 
Frae this began a custom, still iq force. 
Of yirdiog an unchristen'd ]^airnie*s corse, 
Beside the Kirk-yard dyke, pr near the Kirk, 
By stealth, an' unattended jn the mirk; 
But tak* ypur mind o't, send them tP damnation, 
Frae this time forth^' 'twill gte me nae vexation; 
In warning you, 'I hae discharg'd my duty. 
Nor shaU again torment my miqd about ye. 

SAND7E. 

Speak cautiously, an' keep your temper, Mirrett, 
An' dinna set your passions s^e a stirrin*. 

N 
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MlRKtN. 

Your wife is ignorant— «ii' therefore Uind; 
Rdigious ecruples never fash her mind; 
But were 1 married, an' had I a wean. 
Begotten by a father sae profane, 
A wretch! who •lights each holj rite becoming. 
Hang me ! tho* I am but a poor frail woman. 
This were my tow, without a single switber, 
I ne'er again by him should be a mither. 

8AMDIE. 

Be thankfu*, then, your loneliness exempted. 
You from e'er being by a husband tempted. 

MiaaEM. 
Mean as ye are, ye sacrilegious scoffer ! 
I've batth had lairdi, an' lairds' sons in my offer; 
Men wha for piety, an' gutds, an' gear. 
Might in the best o* companies appear: 
Yet reasons o' my ain, ye'il never ken. 
Made me refuse a' overtures frae men. 
An' tho^ I might hae liv'd, a bein, braw wife, 
I rather wish'd to lead a single life; 
An* this ril say, I never yet thought sh^me. 
In public to avow my Christian, name^ 
A name ! conferr'd in sic a saving ti^y. 
As thee, an* thine, shall doubtless feel some day. 

Wi* this affray, the conversation endit' ; 

> 

An' Safidie saw 'twas needless to contesd it; 
The neibours roun', took auntie Mirren's side, 
An* wad nae langer sober reas'niog bide; 
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like ber, to Scriptural penuation, deaf, 
Attld u9e an' woiUf was their avow'd belief; 
, Conyinc'd whate*er their JDaddies^ did was right» 
An' deemiiig as accvrs'd a' Modem Light,* 



A COMMON RULE INVERTED. 

Quo* Hbbie, to her oeibour Jeao, 

In some unhappy plea, 
** Ye ought to follow my advice, 

As you are less than me." 

*^ Na, na,*' says Jean, ** for it is plain, 

If buOc be made a rule. 
Ye surely never can deny, 

That you're the greatest fool.'* 



* Let not any imagine, that my design in the 
foregoing Poem, is to sneer at the Sacred ordi- 
nance, the indiscriminate practice of which, it 
censuces-^Far be from me such an impious 
thought— All I aim at is, to prove that they are 
not m Christians who profess to be so; neither 
all Infidels who appear so — and that it is the 
duty of aU believing Christianity, to make the 
frontiers of the kin^oros of Light and Dark- 
Mat s more apparent than they are at present. 

N 2 
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EPITAPH 

ON A ViCKBD OLD WBBTCV. 

H ere Jamie*e earthly part docs lodge; 
A fixiner— >Tile at cottd be ; 
Yet — ^if we may presome to judge, 
bis Mml it wli«re it ihiNi'd be. 



TO MY MOTHER, 

ON MY BROTHER A's DBA.TB. 

Mt Mother ! why thy lost deplore. 
Like one who entertaiiit no hope t 

Ret ign*d the will of HeaTen adoret 
And bid the rebel torrent ttop. 

The fond, mitguided tear rettrain. 

Nor rikTf him eternal blitt; 
O! eottd yon with 1dm back agtitt. 

To languith in a world like thit f 

How little caute hae we to weep. 
Tea* rather iirfaat a thctte for joy; 

Ve alio shall itt dne time reap. 
If we like him oor Spring employ. 
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Soon thafl oar thort, uncertain day. 
Our transient lorrows, horer bye; 

And foon in kindred duat we may 
With dcar-loy*d tons, and brothers lie. 

Could human vision winig its flight* 
Beycmd mortality's dull sphere. 

What glories would 4>wrewhelm the sight ! 
What music warble.oii the earl 

May we, the undisputfdjteirs 

Of such unutterable scenes, 
To earthly min's, ka* earthly cares, 

An* follow our exalted frien's. 



A GRACE. 

O Thou ! in w^om I move, and live; 

And whose are all my ways ! 
For what thou art about to give. 

Accept my grateful praise. 

Unruly appetites, restrain, 
And in due bounds, controul ! 

And break the demoniac chain 
That binds my struggling soul ! 

N 3 



Great Soitfee of j^elngt WKtraoe'ct 

My portion It aMi^pa'd, 
May I thy iVoVidenee tcfvere. 

With ttnpi%lttittlti|^inlndt 

Implicitly may t tieliev^. 

To every real requett, 
Thine answer, whether I pertciir^, 

SbaU always be the best. 

If in mine ear the Tempter say. 

Thy Maker bean thee not. 
How foolish to «4ore, or piray. 

Since thou art all forgot. 

May this my ready answer be, 
When these hard thoughts I think, 

** Sure these are prooA, Heaven caret for me^ 

• • • * " ■ • '» 

I stiU have meat and drink !*^ 



SPITAPffS. 



ON A MISER. 



HcaK lies a Miser, slain by Drfttb, 

For a' the wealth he had; 
He struggled lang, for he was bith 
To make his kinsfolk glad* 



'ISl 






. ' .*' 



ff Jofaimie't ftitave fiiK« w« gn^pi^ 
Bjr's practicM cztcmal. 

We Tera Mfely may condpdf ^ 
Hit residence iaferaal! . 



OX A BRtTHtK yotTBtm. ftw&vCv^*^ 

Hire ligt a Rhymer, tioop an* roop^ 

Swith ! Beelsebob an* talce 'im, 
Yearly to sing, on thy bink<lay» ^ * * 

Tby Poet-Laureat main %n. 



ON AM XNSIOfilFICAKT WElL-DOtKO BODIB, 

• s » ... . . 

Htai Tammie n w M er s four feet 4eepi 

As snug as in a tod-hole ; 
Death surely wasna vera thraag 

When he fell'd sic a Otdpnii^ 



OM TURBB CHILDRKN, IN THB EaSTWOOV 

CHtmcu-TAaD— 18I4. ' 

HcRK lie the aionldcriiig f«mnsai 
O' three tnkirsiat^fMiidMs 



I5fi 

Wha nef er underwent that rite 
Makes sinnen myttically white; 
Will ony sealot e'er presume. 
These early dwellers in the tomb, 
Wad nae admission gain in Heaven, 
Or that their sins were unforgiyen ? 
Let htm wi' care his Bible read. 
An' to this precious text gie heed, 
*< Wha wad the bliss o' Heaven attain, 
Maun enter li^e a little wean.*' 



A BRIEF DEFENCE O' S ACHED 

RHYMES. 

** DiAE keep us ! Willie, but your Rhyme 

Is horribly religious; 
Wha, do ye think, will waste their tune 

Wi* Sonnets sae. litigious ?' 



!«• 



** I doubtna, Robin, ye may style 
A Sang profane or footie, 

(Because it tickles you the while) 
The quintessence 0* beauty, 

^ But let us onward stretch our eie« 
Till time begin to lea^ us, 

What solace, Robin, then think ye^ 
Will thoughtlcu humour gie utt 



V : 
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** Nant o* our Scodtb PotU ham 
Ob lober tktmM rt^kiti 

Wbtrcfore my aoUtarj Uj 
Soud bf the matt reiptcklt. 



ritii^— ** AfiM Forbes* /arewtU to Jianjfi" 

! Jknmt, let lu linger near 

The watiBg willows, round this sprinf f 
hfy boson^ tbrilU wi* joy to hear 

The mavis in yon plantin* sing* 
The blackbird whistles to his love} 

Ah! eaa you liit«ii and refute 
My early passion to approve. 

An* grant a lover a' hii dues? 

Preis tt« nae farther to complyi 

But let us lea' this witehisg glen; 
The happy hour approaches nigh, 

When Jamie a' my heart may keal 
Then let my wooer Ikithfu^ be, 

An* dinna harbour vain alantti} 
For never shall a youth but thee 

Repose within thy Jenny's aroa. 
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THE, TRANCE. 



ARGUMENT* 

The Jikymer imagineth hinuelf lampooned by 
tome tiny Critic, whom he antwereth — it agtun 
attacked^ and ddiberateth with himself on the 
propriety of a tecand defence'— with which the^ 
Poem opens-— In the interim, however, he glideth 
into a Trance — if visited by a Darned yeUped the 
Muse of Scotia; .who in a very humiliating^ 
homely manner, dissuadeth him ^rom his purpose 
—enumerateih the miseries of Poets^^and eeriout' 
ly adviseth him, while' there if hope, to abandon 
the tmprofitable art, and betake himself to some 
reputable calling — in consequence of which the 
Poem condudeth, with a resolution igf the Rhymer 
to that effect. 



TiiK night WM (Utk, the win* wu roaming) 
The hen-roost Reynard was exploring ; 
The labVer on his coiwrh lay snoripg ! 

Thrice happy wight ! 
Whilst T owre Ringan's rhyme sat poring. 

By din^ lamp light. 

Myself I quettionM thus, ^^aU I 

In his vindictive «tyle .reply, 

Or let it in oblivion, lie, ^ 

Unknown, forgot, 
Unskaith*d by malice, or envy, 
"^ In peace to rot ? 
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What share of ^ory may be miiie^ 
Tho' Tict'ry tecond my dengn. 
Will bU subjection e*er intwine 

My brow wi* bays ? 
Woud fame appladdin'-sweet inshrine 

Sic martial lays f 

At length wi* care, an* deep opprest, 

I threw his blethers on a kist. 

An' leaning dwre to take some rest, 

Methouglit I saw, 
A Damsel, whose approach imprest 

My soul wi' awe. 

Majestic, modest, was her mein, 
Loye revell*d in her fine blue een; 
To sing her peerless charms I ween, ' ' 

Exceeds my power; 
Nae fairer ance was Scotia's Queen, 

In CrockUon Tower t 

Youth addi^d grace to a' her air; 

Like Seotia's nymphs her head was bare ; 

Primroses snooded up her hair, 

"* O' darkest brown; 
Her locks out*owre her hacffits fair, 

In curls hang down. - 



•* 



1^6 

A guid wetukiotty pirjue pU)4, 

Loom mantling ronn* h^ sbontb^r^ •tr»7*4} 

Her kirtle was o* mankie ma4e« "^ 

O' Tanoiu hue; 
Nae muiUtt laft, or fine brocade^ 

Cottld match tic woo. 

On her right hand, in rural guise, 
I saw the Bard o* Coila rise ; 
Fire darted frae bis brilliant eyes, 

Jn flashes keen, 
Sueh as when first he breath'd his sighs 

For peerless Jean. 

Upon her left, in Scotspgrey neat, 
Ramsat, and FERGysow, did meet; 
Barbour, Dumbar, and JLinpsat sweet, 

Of other times; 
Srupli, and Kvnnrot, replete 

Wi* sterling rhymes. 

Blin' Harrt, Sire p' JSeotisb song, . 
Strode foremost in this tuneiful throngt 
Majestically slow, along 

The minstrel m07*d; 
The darling of his native tongue. 

By all approv'd ! 
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Tho* in a Monkish convent nunt. 
Thy genius, Hwrty^ taught us first 
The Latin chains o* lear to burst. 

A blest reprieve ! 
Nae brighter deeds thy Wallace durst 

Or did achieve. 

Let other critics lavish praise 

On Homer, crown'd with Paphian bays; 

Inferior notes his pipe conveys 

To a Scotish ear, 
Thy simple Caledonian lays, 

To me more dear I 

4 

What Scotsman on his native hills 
But with vindictive ardour thrills; 
While sighing for his country's ills. 

He turns thy page ? 
Thine every tale his bosom fills 

With genVous rage. 

Perfidious Edward ! blast thy name, 
Last in the list of honest fame. 
Our slavery was the ruling aim 

Of all thy reign, 
Which Wallace to thy lasting shame 

Thrice render*d vain. 



O 



1^8 

Far, far behtfi*miBotfe7%aB* 

O* Rhymera, prtu to win aesr-liaii*; 

How happy eadi bad been to ttaii* 

Last in her train; 
But a* their «l!brts ay tbey fan* 

To be in vainl 

Amang this base igno»ble crew, 
Sae distant frae the Elect few, 
I mony a britber Rhymer Icncw 

Unknown to fame. 
Whom in this lay a feeKng due 

forbids to name. 

My heart dooght scarcely gsng for fear 
As the Ethereal Guest drew near ; 
Her name I ettled thrice to spier* 

An* thrice I failM; 
At length, while music charmed my «ar. 

Me, thns she hail*d : 

Of ancient origin, an' Fanue, 
From Morven*s stormr hills I 
Pld Selma's tow'rs, 1 as my 

Was wont to chase; 
An* lonely shepherds lisp ny hmm 

•■—The Scotish Muse. 
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Roui*d by thy late Uc«Dtioui •iraint, 
I yitit Renfirew't tiwlw» pbiaf » 
Nae fire o' mine iaapireft her »waiiifl^ 

Wi* lif« to ting. 
The little that of an remamt 

It Ott th* wing. 

I saw, for naatbiBg caa eschew 
Roun* Heli'i fount my lov'reign view, 
Another raving youth wi* you 

Contend in Rhymes, 
While each ia hideous colours drew 

.His aeibour's crimes. 

How callous to all generous prid?. 
Thus to cxgoie what fiAck foud bidt i 
Unhappy youths I baith far an* wide, 

Owre muirs an* fells, 
A laughing to the kintry««ide 

Ye aide* younel's. 

Show sentimental elevation. 
An* scorn to mak' retaliation; 
Return abusive accusation* 

An answer meek, 
An* study to gie nae occasion 

For IboLi to speak. 

o 2 
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Forbear a* {Mnonal reflections; 
Few can endure a Bard*s corrections; 
Sic libels may'create objections. 

Bat yield nae pleasure^ 
Nae soul is free o' imperfections, 

Sae gibe at leisure. 

Strong are my dark prophetic fear». 

You'll rank wi* itbcr SonneUeers; ' 

A Bard like Bums, these thousand years 

Ye'U ntv^t see; 
For pruning hooks they'll niffer spears, 

Ere his maik be. 

Ah ! silent is his rural reed, 
[^Tbat sounded ance frae Doon to Tweed ; 
Praise while in life was all his meed. 

An empty store, 
(Tho* pinin* for a bit o* bread) 

He gain'd no more ! 

In him each nobler talent join*d 
Which could adorn the Poet's mind; 
Pathetic sweetness was combin*d 

Wi' true sublime; 
A something hard to be defin'd 

Ran thro* his rhyme. < 
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'Tho' other Banb nuj Hj ia tsIa 
To reach hit lofty-coaiic wiis| 
A iMBckie rum— I atiM rcwiii»» 

WImmo aoral layt, 
My attcittc hooor ihoU iiuuia 

To djtiattt days. 

What tho* up0» a wmnik these 

Thou coudtt wi' Rantay'e ycntiH beiOi) 

Fame's unsubttastial aMCeor-gle«iB» 

Wad ill assuage 
Thae Umn, whieh mair enoraetu fecn 

lA dim aald age.* 

What tho* tho« coQdit» in falytheaome lay. 
The manners o* a Town portray. 
As Ferguson, the yoaog, the gay. 

Was wont to do ? 
If Fortune wnt her gifts, a day 

Owrc htte for you.f 

' — ■ l i 

* This celebrated Reformer of Scotish Poety, 
died at an advanced age, insolvent. 

Irvine* » Lttfet of the Scdtitk Poets. 

f The only pccusiary favor, ever designed 
for this ingenious juvenile Bard, (being a pre* 
sent of af 100 from a frieikd in the East Indies,) 
arrived three weeks after the unfortunate 
youth had sighed bis last, in • JMeMofue/ lb. 

O 3 
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If sic as thte, were fain to tup 

The vera dre^ o* sorrow up, 

¥rhat nauseous draught maun fill the cup- 

AssiguM to thee, 
Gondema'd beneath each Cmrc*s whnp 

Thy Hfe to dree i'^ 

Look on the lang iHustriout line 
O' voi'Ties, at Apollo's shrine. 
By a' admif^d— ^ hck o' Coim 

Was their disease. 
What matchless mi»'ry maun be thine, 

Doom-d nane to please f 

Then fly the }ail*devoted squad, ' 
A* far alike— or guid or bad^- 
Inquire if mercy may be had 

Thy wits to save, 
£lse in a duAgeon chain'd an' mad. 

Thou yet may rave. 



* From a reflection of this luflii, arose the 
following Epigram, on myselfl 

What if thy Betters coudna gang 

Without a kindly squeeze, 
Shall thy unfashionable Sang 

Hae better luck to please i 
Wherefore, then Willie, let thv brains 

Wi* rhyming JUth be crammVl f 
An* wherefore at sae mony pains. 
To be by Critics damned ? 



How mony o' iiiferiormiiid^ 
Wi' prudence to industry joinM, 
Ofauin what Nature neV design'^^ 
• The Poet*« share? 
Wealth, an' troegeohit, still we ia^- 
^ An alien pair. 

Can thy imagmation pketch 

The pale, degraded, joyless wreteh,.. 

O* a dull Rhymer, en the stretch 

fbr something fine,. 
While a' his efforts canna fetch . 

Ae happy line f 

Yet if determin*d to proceed^ 
Let not the n^agic o* thy reed,- 
The necessary toil impede 

O* labor long, 
Few o* the £»vor*d few, indeed,- 

SttfaiBist on Son^ 

An* know, if Nature first deny,. 

A proper genius to supply. 

In vain thou learning*s aid shalt try. 

Thy Muse to mend, 
Neglected may*st thou live an* die. 

Without a friend t 
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Then what avail feW MghUy pmi 
Incurr'd, in polidbin^ thy •trtml 
Let fancy yiM t/0 rtaton** reiM, 

Aa* leara betimet, 
That wtflidicdneta al4Mi*, renavn 

For wretched Rhymer! 

While thus she lect«r*d; Uxkm ftafn* 
Sidewise to Allaa Ramsay tnnM; 
Says he; Man AUie, by our itns 

l*Bs fairly lostr 
To ken how Rbyners void o* kantf 

Siiottld scribble most ^ 

While Bardies w«fm frae Na(or«*8 firOy 
In bashful diffidence retire^ 
An* scarce in public dare aspire 

To lilt the head. 
Or strike the posston^kindling lyra 

Or Pm9 the reed I 

Quo* Allan; «*. Rab, Ay Is^ 1*11 lay^ 
Against the weakest 8anf ye 1mk» 
Ae Bard for nine on sic a day 

There woudna be, 
Except, as ! may rafely say, 

Tm yoo an* me. 
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There Ferguson, wba eond divert 

Wi' hit hlythe Sangi, to* toaeh the heart. 

Like ot he had the nat*ral art 

To Rhyme wi* tensey 
ril wager be*ll espouse my part. 

Without pretence. 

Quod Ferguson; our wetl won fame. 
In Scotland sae enhanced our name. 
Ilk Rhymer thought he had our flame« 

He coud nae less ! 
Syne sonnets, sangs, an' libels lame, 

Swarm*d frae the press. 

When Burns our brither'left the warP, 
O* Rhymes he gather'd sic a harl*. 
That ilka douce, an' sober carle. 

Delights to read him; 
An' now they daily fight, an' quarrel, 

I 

Wha shall succeed him. 

While Ferguson spoke loud an' keen. 
Darkness obscur'd th' uncommon scene, 
Somnut released my weary een. 

But smoor'd my fancie: 
For doubtless I had sleeping been. 

An* in a trancie. 



166 

A' that I heicd, I thoaglit mm uv». 
Sat apfilic>U«, prompi, ut* a«w. 
That wi' I lhrice-l«pHt«d vow, 

I iwQTB wkile ItlYlOg, 
Henceforth wi' Rhf nr lo bid idiru. 

An* Mia' itj treaiiof. 
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